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PROFESSOR  PIN 
CHAPTER  I 

THE    FALL    OF   TREVOR 

No  modern  atrocities  of  pump-stock  or  chain 
had  ever  been  allowed  to  invade  the  sacred 
depths  of  the  Britton  welL  Overhead  was  a 
large  wooden  cylinder,  wound  with  yards  of 
three-quarter  inch  Manila  cable  and  turned  by  a 
crank.  Up,  up,  with  a  squeak  of  the  handle  and 
plashing  drip,  came  the  historic,  iron-bound 
bucket,  to  be  rested  on  the  high  curb  and  tipped 
to  the  hired  man's  thirsty  lips. 

After  drinking,  the  hired  man  carefully  emp- 
tied the  water  remaining  into  the  drain,  and 
wound  the  bucket  up  against  the  cylinder.  This 
was  always  the  Britton  way,  and  Britton  ways 
were  like  the  laws  of  the  Medes  and  Persians ; 
hired  man  or  hired  maid,  neighbor,  guest  or 
friend  followed  those  ways,  or  knew  no  P)ritton 
favor. 

''Why,  Robert,"  said  Mrs.  Britton,  calUnl  to  the 
kitchen  door  by  the  squeak  of  the  well-crank, 
"  I  thought  you  'd  gone  long  ago.*" 
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"Mr.  Brittou  told  nie  to  takfe  in  a  load  of 
corn,"  said  the  hired  man,  who  was  little  more 
than  a  boy  in  j^ears  and  size. 

"  Oh !  you  '11  not  be  back  in  time  for  dinner 
then?" 

"  No  'm,  I  do  n't  expect  to.  I  can  get  a  lunch 
in  town." 

"  Eestaurants  are  very  expensive,  Eobert,"  said 
Mrs.  Britton,  warningly. 

The  hired  man  went  to  his  room,  which  was 
over  the  wood-house,  and  Mrs.  Britton  rolled  out 
pie-crust,  frowning  slightly.  She  did  not  ap- 
])rove  of  the  real  errand  that  was  taking  tlie 
hired  man  to  town. 

"  You  will  surely  get  yourself  a  new  suit  be- 
fore you  go  to  college,"  she  said  to  him  when  he 
returned  to  the  kitchen  to  brush  his  hair  before 
its  small  looking-glass.  There  Avas  none  in  his 
room. 

Now  it  was  the  hired  man's  turn  to  frown. 
The  suit  had  been  his  best  for  so  long  that  he 
had  outgrown  it ;  sleeves  and  trousers  legs  were 
several  inches  too  short.  But  he  made  no  reply. 
lie  and  his  employer's  wife  could  as  easily  under- 
stand each  other  as  could  an  Esquimaux  and  a 
Hottentot. 

Meanwhile,  in  the  town  toward  which  he  was 
presently  driving,  a  meeting  was  in  progress  that 
would  seriously  affect  his  plans  and  his  future. 
The  ministers  of  the denomination  in  that 
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part  of  the  state  were  assembled  in  the  First 
Church,  discussing  a  very  important  question. 
Should  Trevor,  the  denominational  college  estab- 
lished in  the  town  twenty  years  before,  be  given 
up? 

"What  will  the  dominies  do?"  a  passer-by 
asked  Mr.  Harris,  senior  partner  of  the  firm, 
whose  large  grocery  and  feed  store  stood  diago- 
nally across  the  broad  street  from  the  church. 

"  Do  ?  There  's  only  one  thing  they  can  do. 
They  knew  it  had  got  to  come  by  summer  at  the 
farthest.  Now  that  the  trustees  of  the  Deaf  and 
Dumb  Asylum  have  offered  a  good  price  for  it,  if 
given  immediate  possession,  there  's  nothing  to  do 
but  take  it  and  say  '  Thank  you.' " 

"  Too  bad !  The  State  University  and  the 
Methodist  College  at  Brysville  are  too  close. 
The  big  institutions  will  draw  the  students  every 
time." 

Mr.  Harris  nodded,  and  turned  to  wait  on  a 
customer. 

Within  the  church,  proceedings  were  rapidly 
drawing  to  a  close.  As  the  grocer  had  said,  the 
faculty  of  the  college  and  leaders  of  the  denomi- 
nation liad  known  for  some  time  that,  unless  a 
financial  miracle  took  place,  the  institution  was 
doomed.  The  ofter  of  the  asylum  trustees  had 
forced  immediate  action,  that  was  all. 

Drawn  humbly  back  behind  the  others  was  a 
plain-featured  little  man  with  thin,  red  hair  and 
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a  sh}^,  awkward  manner.  lie  remained  silent 
throughout  the  discussion,  his  bright,  spectacled 
eyes  fixed  on  the  gabled  and  turreted  roof  of  the 
college,  plainly  seen  through  the  church  window. 

For  a  dozen  years,  first  as  pupil,  then  as 
teacher,  Trevor  had  been  to  this  lonely  little 
man  the  center  of  his  hopes,  ambition  and  effort. 
He  felt  that  he  owed  to  her  the  best  that  was  in 
him;  he  paid  the  debt  Avith  an  entirety  of  conse- 
cration that  had  been  a  potent  factor  in  the  col- 
lege's struggle  for  existence.  He  had  done  two 
men's  work  for  less  than  the  salary  of  one,  sur- 
rendering even  that  pittance  to  Trevor's  need 
during  the  year  past,  and  supporting  himself  in 
other  ways. 

The  chairman  of  the  meeting,  himself  a  former 
teacher  in  the  college,  looked  toward  the  little 
man  several  times  as  the  lengthening  pauses  told 
that  the  discussion  was  nearly  over.  At  last  he 
said  gently : 

''  Mr.  Pinley,  have  you  anything  to  say  before 
I  put  the  final  motion  ?  " 

The  question  roused  the  little  teacher  from  a 
vision  of  a  shy,  shabbily-dressed  boy  standing  in 
the  shadow  of  Trevor  and  thinking  it  the  grand- 
est building  in  the  world.  He  rose  eagerly  to 
his  feet. 

"  Is  there  nothing  " —  at  the  sound  of  his  own 
voice  all  eagerness  seemed  quenched  by  self-dis- 
trust, and   he  stammered  pitifully, — ■"  has   any- 
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thing — everything — every    })ossible    effort    been 
made  to  sustain  the  college  ? '' 

The  white-haired,  noble-looking  chairman  said 
even  more  gently  than  he  had  spoken  before, 
''  Surely,  my  dear  brother,  no  one  better  knows 
what  efforts  have  been  made  than  yourself." 

Professor  Pinley's  eyes  Avandered  again  to  the 
turreted  roof.  He  longed  to  tell  of  what  Trevor 
liad  done  for  him — for  others — what  a  center  of 
beneficent  influence  it  had  been.  The  words 
would  not  come. 

"-  God  bless  the  dear  old  school !  "  he  muttered, 
at  last ;  '"  I  cannot  even  speak  for  her." 

There  was  a  long  pause  and  the  chairman  rose. 
"  Gentlemen,  are  you  ready  for  the  question?" 
Another  moment  of  silence.  ''  It  has  been  moved 
and  seconded  that  we  accept  the  offer  made  by 
the  trustees  of  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Asylum.  All 
in  favor  will  say  'Aye.' " 

''  Aye ! " 

Almost  a  unanimous  vote.    The  little  professor 
alone  sat  silent,  his  head  resting  on  his  hand. 
-X-  ^  •;<-  ^'c  ^  ^ 

The  last  lingerers  of  the  ministerial  body  left 
the  church  and  the  sexton  made  haste  to  close 
and  lock  the  doors,  for  it  was  past  noon  and  he 
was  getting  hungry. 

The  chairman,  whose  tall,  erect  figure  and 
alert  step  gave  the  lie  to  liis  white  hair,  came  out 
arm  in  arm  with  the  little  professor. 
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"  I  want  a  talk  Avith  you,  Walter,  before  I 
leave,"  he  said.  "  Expect  me  at  your  lodgings 
by  three." 

"  Very  well,  doctor,  very  well,"  said  the  little 
man,  politely  returning  the  other's  salute.  He 
made  many  absent-minded  pauses  as  he  went  up 
the  sidewalk,  once  stopping  in  the  middle  of  a 
street  crossing  to  gaze  fixedly  at  the  college 
which  stood  at  the  head  of  the  avenue. 

With  the  sure  knowledge  that  old  Trevor's 
work  was  done,  his  prayers  for  her  unanswered, 
his  hopes  for  her  ended,  he  felt  confused,  bewil- 
dered, bereaved. 

A  wagon,  loaded  with  corn,  came  down  the 
street  behind  him,  its  driver  gazing  as  earnestly 
and  full  as  absent-mindedly  at  the  same  object 
on  which  the  professor's  eyes  were  fixed.  The 
shout  of  a  by-stander  roused  them  both ;  the 
youth  jerked  his  horses  aside  just  in  time  to  pre- 
vent them  from  walking  over  the  unconscious 
figure  on  the  crossing. 

"  Look  out  there  !  "  he  cried,  angrily,  "  The 
middle  of  the  street 's  no  place  to  stand  mooning 
in." 

The  little  professor  moved  briskly  out  of  the 
way.  "  Very  true,"  he  said,  looking  mildly  up 
at  the  angry  driver  and  lifting  his  hat.  "  Very 
true.     I  beg  your  pardon." 

His  eyes  were  very  bright  if  they  were  near- 
sighted and  something  in  their  expression  made 
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Eobert  Goodwin  ashamed  of  his  grulTness.  He 
drove  on  down  the  side  street  to  the  entrance  of 
Harris  &  Taylor's  feed  department,  and  hailing  a 
man  who  stood  in  the  doorway  announced  that 
he  had  brought  a  load  of  corn  from  A.  T. 
Britton. 

^'  All  right,  drive  up  on  the  scales  yonder.  Got 
a  new  suit,  have  n't  you  ?  " 

Goodw^in  took  no  notice  of  the  taunt ;  he  was 
used  to  it,  though  his  sullen  face  may  have  grown 
a  trifle  more  sullen.  He  worked  doggedly  at  un- 
loading the  corn,  and  when  the  job  was  com- 
pleted took  off  his  coat,  shook  it,  and  brushed 
his  hat  and  trousers  off  with  his  handker- 
chief. 

"  Thirty  bushels,  good  measure,"  said  the  at- 
tendant, checking  off  the  amount.  "  That  makes 
two  hundred  bushels  from  A.  T.  Does  the  old 
man  want  a  check  ?  " 

''He  gave  me  an  order  for  the  money,"  said 
Goodwin,  "  but  I  am  going  up  to  the  college  now. 
I  '11  get  it  as  I  come  back." 

"  College  !  "  said  the  clerk  ;  "  are  you  going  to 
college  ?  " 

"  Is  there  any  law  to  hinder  ?  "  said  the  youth, 
turning  on  him  fiercely. 

"  Oh,  no  offence,"  laughed  the  clerk,  who  was 
really  a  good-natured  fellow^;  "but  if  you're 
thinking  of  old  Trevor,  you  are  sevei'al  lioui's  too 
late.     They  're  going  to  give  it  up  and  sell  the 
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l)uil(liny\s.  Why,  I  'iii  telling'  you  the  truth, 
iiuin  I  '' 

(loodwin  luul  turned  with  a  scornful  gesture 
ot"  unbelief  and  was  alread}^  half  a  block  away. 
It  could  not  be  true  that  just  as  he  had  saved 
money  enough  to  pay  for  his  first  term  at  col- 
lege, the  opportunity  was  to  fail  him. 

Yet,  as  he  walked  hurriedly  on,  he  remembered 
hearing  rumors  of  this  before.  So  absorbed  had 
he  been  in  his  purpose,  so  much  aloof  had  he  held 
himself  from  any  companionship  save  that  of  his 
few  beloved  books,  that  the  rumors  had  left  only 
the  vaguest  impression.  Now  every  step  he  took 
made  it  plainer  to  him  that  the  reports  w^ere 
true. 

For  a  second  time  he  nearly  ran  over  Professor 
Pinley  at  the  entrance  to  the  college  campus,  and 
addressed  him  without  any  preliminary  saluta- 
tion.    "  Is  it  true  that  the  college  is  to  be  sold  ?  " 

"  Quite  true,"  said  Mr.  Pinley,  at  once  recog- 
nizing the  lad  who  had  spoken  to  him  so  rudely. 
At  once,  too,  he  recognized  something  else.  "  Were 
3^ou  intending  to  enter  Trevor?"  he  asked. 

"  I  have  been  working  and  saving  to  do  it  for 
nearly  two  3^ ears." 

''  Ah  I  "  said  the  little  professor.  ''  I  am  sorry 
for  your  disappointment.  But  the  State  Uni- 
versity is  not  very  far  away,  or  the  Methodist 
college  at  Brysviile.  Is  it  not  rather  late  in  the 
term  to  begin  ?  " 
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"  Yes.  I  only  hoped  to  get  started  for  the  fall 
term.  As  to  the  State  University,  or  Brysville, 
the  living  at  either  place  costs  more  than  I  can 
afford.  Here  I  could  still  have  remained  with 
Mr.  Britton  and  earned  my  board  by  working 
evenings  and  Saturdays." 

There  was  one  sure  way  to  put  Walter  Pinley 
at  his  ease,  and  that  was  to  be  called  upon  for 
either  help  or  sympathy.  In  the  few  sentences 
that  passed  between  them,  Goodwin  revealed 
more  of  the  longing  which  possessed  his  lonely 
life  than  any  human  ear  had  heard  before. 

"  I  am  truly  sorry  for  your  disappointment," 
the  professor  repeated,  "but  don't  be  discour- 
aged. I  cannot  believe  that  God  put  such  a 
strong  desire  for  learning  into  your  heart  unless 
he  meant  to  gratify  it  sooner  or  later." 

He  took  out  a  small  note-book.  "  If  you  will 
give  me  your  full  name  and  address,  perhaps  I 
may  be  able  to  be  of  service  sometime." 

"  I  can  make  my  own  way,  thank  you,"  said 
Robert,  with  his  usual  sullen  pride,  "  only  it  will 
be  longer  before  I  can  begin."  He  gave  his  ad- 
dress, however,  and  returned  dejectedly  to  his 
team. 

"  Poor  fellow ! "  thought  Professor  Pinley, 
"  poor  fellow  ! "  He  knew  Avell,  none  better, 
what  it  was  to  have  that  consuming  desire  for 
an  education,  without  the  means  to  secure  it. 
Then  he  fell  to  thinking  of  his  beloved  college 
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again  and  went  to  his  lodgings  almost  as  dejected 
as  Robert. 

Thither,  as  he  had  promised,  came  Dr.  Farwell 
and  another  gentleman  whom  he  introduced  as 
Professor  Needham. 

"  Professor  Needham  is  one  of  us  at  Meridien, 
whither  he  returns  this  evening.  You  will  par- 
don my  plunging  at  once  into  business,  Walter, 
but  before  he  leaves  I  want  to  ask,  What  are  you 
going  to  do  ?  " 

He  had  been  Mr.  Pinley's  tutor  in  former 
years,  and  the  relations  between  them  were  fa- 
miliar and  affectionate. 

''  I — I — do  n't  know,"  stammered  the  little  man. 
"  In  truth,  doctor,  I  am  like  a  limpet  torn  from 
the  rock — too  confused  by  the  change  to  think 
of  much  else." 

"  Then  we  want  you  at  Meridien — if  you  will 
come,"  said  Dr.  Farwell,  promptly.  "  The  place 
is  very  different  from  the  position  you  filled  here, 
Walter,  I  tell  you  frankly,  and  the  salary  not 
large,  but  there  is  a  fine  opportunity  for  work." 

At  the  mention  of  work,  the  little  professor 
pricked  up  his  ears.  Continuing,  Dr.  Farwell 
explained  that  the  assistant  in  his  own  prepara- 
tory department — he  was  principal  of  a  large 
academy — had  been  offered  a  much  better  situ- 
ation in  the  West,  provided  he  could  enter  upon 
his  new  duties  at  once. 

"He  did  not  like  to  leave  us  so   near  com- 
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mencement,  but  if  I  can  get  you  to  fill  his  place 
there  need  be  no  further  hesitation.  Will  you 
go  ?  and  will  you  be  ready  to  go  with  me  in  the 
morning?" 

Go  he  would  and  gladly,  Mr.  Pinley  said ;  but 
he  could  scarcely  be  ready  by  morning.  He  had 
been  treasurer  of  the  college  funds ;  there  were 
accounts  to  settle  and  his  books  to  pack.  He 
Avould  follow  them  in  two  days. 

"  I  wish  he  could  have  gone  down  w^ith  one  or 
the  other  of  us,"  Dr.  Farwell  confided  to  his 
companion,  when  they  were  again  on  the  street. 
''  Pinley  is  like  a  child  in  some  things,  and  sharp 
as  a  tack  in  others — just  the  man  to  be  actually 
heroic,  or  taken  in  by  the  most  barefaced  swin- 
dle." 

"  Not  very  prepossessing  in  appearance,"  said 
Mr.  Needham,  himself  a  large  and  handsome 
man. 

"  Wait  till  you  know  him.  It 's  the  old  story 
of  the  singed  cat.  We  are  to  be  congratulated  ; 
and  the  sooner  he  gets  to  work  the  better  for 
him.  Until  he  does,  he  '11  mourn  his  heart  out 
for  old  Trevor." 

Meanwhile,  the  little  professor,  morbidly  sensi- 
tive to  his  physical  deficiencies,  and  shrinking 
with  nervous  dread  from  new  conditions,  new 
surroundings,  new  faces,  had  knelt  before  his 
old  easy  chair  and  was  praying  as  simply  as  a 
child. 


CHAPTER  II 

A    NEW   FIELD 

Ijst  spite  of  his  desire  to  oblige  Dr.  Farwell, 
Mr.  Pinley  found  he  could  not  leave  Trevor  on 
the  day  set,  and  at  once  sent  a  telegram,  explain- 
ing the  reason  why.  The  doctor's  comment  on 
receiving  the  telegram  was,  "  Just  like  him  !  any 
other  man  delayed  twenty-four  hours  would  have 
waited  till  he  got  here  to  say  so." 

The  little  teacher  was  genuinely  surprised  to 
find  how  many  friends  he  had  in  town ;  to  hear 
from  people  whom  he  supposed  unaware  of  his 
existence  expressions  of  regret  at  his  departure, 
and  to  be  overwhelmed  with  invitations  to  dine. 
He  was  a  novice,  too,  in  packing,  and  even  after 
the  extra  day's  delay  only  reached  his  train  at 
the  very  last  moment,  tugging  a  large  valise, 
which  was  bursting  with  things  that  had  been 
overlooked.  He  was  dusty,  tired,  disheveled ; 
the  day  was  very  warm,  and  through  the  open 
car  windows  drifted  soot  and  cinders,  the  little 
professor  getting  his  full  share.  Therefore  it  is 
hardly  surprising  that  he  attracted  the  mirthful 
attention  of  three  young  men  who  were  standing 
on  the  platform  of  the  depot  where  he  changed 
cars  after  several  hours'  ride.     The  city  was  a 
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railroad  center,  a  multitude  of  tracks  bewildered 
the  inexperienced  traveler,  and  trains  were  back- 
ing' in  or  steaming  out  every  few  minutes. 

"  Charley,"  said  the  tallest  of  the  three  youths, 
a  genuine  son  of  Anak,  with  curling  hair  and  mis- 
chievous eyes,  "  did  n't  that  little  spectacled  fellow 
ask  you  for  the  Meridien  train  ?  " 

The  youth  addressed,  almost  his  match  in  size 
and  with  a  general  resemblance  which  proclaimed 
them  akin,  nodded. 

"And  you  've  sent  him  clear  over  to  the  X.  Y. 
Z.  that's  just  backed  in?" 

"  Told  him  it  started  in  less  than  five  minutes," 
said  Charley,  grinning.  "  See  him  go,  lickety- 
split  over  the  rails,  iiitting  himself  with  his  old 
grip  at  every  jump.  Did  n't  he  look  pretty  with 
that  smudge  on  his  nose?" 

''  Nothing  particularly  smart  in  that,"  said  the 
third  youth,  joining,  how^ever,  in  the  laugh  at  the 
professor's  expense ;  "  he  asked  you  a  civil  ques- 
tion." 

"  Well,  he  got  a  civil  answer,  did  n't  he  ?  Say, 
keep  that  'coon  out  of  the  way,  or  I  '11  walk  on 
him." 

''You'll  walk  into  trouble  if  you  do."  The 
speaker  was  considerably  shorter  than  his  com- 
panions, but  his  muscular  development  left  noth^ 
ing  to  be  desired.  He  held  one  end  of  a  slender 
steel  chain,  the  other  end  of  which  was  fastened 
to  a  collar  about  the  neck  of  a  half-grown  rac- 
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coon.  Two  or  three  children  threw  bits  of  their 
hinch  to  tlie  creature  and  were  greatly  amused 
to  see  him  roll  and  fumble  each  morsel  between 
his  paws  before  eating  it. 

The  professor,  set  right  by  a  brakeman  on  the 
X.  Y.  Z.  train,  was  wearily  returning.  He 
stepped  on  one  track ;  lo,  here  came  a  locomo- 
tive from  the  north.  Mr.  Pinley  retreated — 
directly  in  the  path  of  an  engine  from  the  south. 
The  tall,  curljMiaired  youth  sprang  from  the  plat- 
form and  quickly  dragged  him  to  safety. 

"  Here  you  are,"  he  said ;  "  the  Meridien  local 
is  made  up  on  this  track.  It 's  just  backing  in. 
I  'm  going  on  it  myself.  Look  sharp  now."  He 
fairly  lifted  the  professor  and  the  big  valise  up 
on  the  steps  of  the  still  moving  car,  and  im- 
mediately rejoined  his  companions. 

"  Why  did  n't  you  wait  and  see  what  he  'd  do  ?  " 
complained  the  one  called  Charley. 

"  And  let  the  little  fool  get  run  over  ?  " 

"'No  danger;  he'd  have  got  out  of  the  way 
somehow.     Here  comes  our  engine." 

The  impact  of  the  locomotive  nearly  threw  the 
professor  off  his  feet.  He  was  still  standing  in 
the  aisle ;  the  car  seemed  already  full.  Finally  a 
tired-looking  woman  Avho  had  filled  two  seats 
with  bundles  and  children  transferred  several  of 
the  former  to  her  lap  or  the  floor,  and  Mr.  Pin- 
ley,  after  a  stammering  remonstrance,  gratefully 
accepted  the  seat  thus  vacated. 
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The  three  youths,  waiting  with  boyish  reck- 
lessness till  the  train  began  to  move,  swung 
themselves  aboard.  The  two  taller  ones  took 
the  only  vacant  place,  the  short  seat  at  the  end 
of  the  car  which  faces  the  others,  while  the 
owner  of  the  'coon  established  himself  on  the 
empty  coal-box. 

They  were  boisterously  merry.  "  Been  drink- 
ing," some  one  said  audibly  behind  the  professor. 
Mr.  Pinley  knew  better,  lie  had  seen  similar 
overflowing  of  rough  animal  spirits  too  often  at 
Trevor.  Every  hair  in  the  tall  youth's  curly  head 
bristled  with  mischief.  lie  dabbed  soot  on  his 
companion's  face,  stole  his  hat  and  handkerchief, 
and  gave  liim  sly  pokes,  all  the  Avhile  gazing 
demurely  out  of  the  window.  Then  when 
Charley  sprang  up  to  pinch  "  Joe  "  on  the  coal- 
box  in  revenge  for  the  pokes,  the  tall  youth  lay 
down  across  the  seat,  put  his  feet  up  on  the  win- 
dow-sill, and  apparently  went  so  soundly  to  sleep 
that  the  other  two  had  to  drag  him  into  the  aisle 
before  they  could  rouse  him.  It  showed  bad 
manners  and  bad  taste,  but  neither  viciousness 
nor  dissipation. 

When  a  child  fell,  on  its  way  to  the  water 
tank,  "  Homer  and  Joe  "  stooi)ed  to  pick  it  up, 
and  "Charley"  tried  to  hinder  them.  AVlien 
C^harley  kept  his  feet  hanging  over  tlie  arm  of 
the  seat,  mnnif(^sMy  to  the  inconvonionco  of  hidies 
who   were  h^avin<»'  the  cai*.  Homer  reached  round 
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and  jerked  the  offending  feet  into  their  proper 
place.  The  opinion  Mr.  Pinley  formed  of  the 
three  in  tliat  hour's  ride  he  never  afterward  saw 
any  reason  to  change. 

His  attention,  however,  was  speedily  drawn  to 
the  woman  at  his  side.  The  conductor  was  ap- 
proaching ;  she  could  not  find  her  ticket.  Chil- 
dren, bags  and  bundles  underwent  a  thorough 
search ;  the  excited  woman  even  cast  suspicious 
glances  at  the  little  professor,  who  was  down  on 
hands  and  knees  helping  the  oldest  boy  look 
under  the  seat.  Then  one  of  the  little  girls  re- 
membered seeing  the  baby  throw  some  yellow 
cards  out  of  the  window,  and  the  myster}^  was 
solved. 

'^What  shall  I  do?  I  have  n't  another  cent," 
said  the  poor  mother,  turning  so  pale  that  the 
little  girls  began  to  weep. 

"  Do  n't  distress  yourself,  madam,"  said  Pro- 
fessor Pinley,  hastily  producing  a  card.  "  I  heard 
your  little  lad  say  you  lived  in  Meridien.  I  am  on 
my  way  there  to  teach  in  the  academy.  Permit 
me."  He  gave  her  the  card.  ''  If  you  will  allow 
me,  I  will  attend  to  this  matter  for  you.  You 
can  repay  me  at  any  future  time."  And  a  worn 
pocketbook,  whose  sesame  was  need,  turned 
tears  very  quickly  into  smiles. 

The  professor's  embarrassment  returned  when 
the  relieved  family  began  to  express  their  grati- 
tude, the  baby  punctuating  it  with  sticky  kisses. 
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The  mother,  previously  silent  and  careworn, 
tremulously  explained  that  she  had  been  visiting 
a  sister  who  lived  only  fifty  miles  away,  but 
whom  she  had  not  seen  for  years  because  of  their 
mutual  lack  of  means. 

When  Mr.  Pinley  made  some  inquiry  concern- 
ing lodgings,  she  said  eagerly  that  they  had  a  fine, 
large  room,  which  they  did  not  use. 

"But  I  suppose  it  will  be  too  far  from  the 
academy,"  she  ended  with  a  sigh ;  "  that  is  what 
they  all  say." 

The  sigh  crystallized  a  resolution  that  had  been 
forming  in  the  professor's  mind  as  he  listened  to 
her.  "  I  am  a  good  walker,"  he  said ; "  I  will  look 
at  your  room." 

The  escort  of  a  dusty,  travel- worn  woman,  and 
four  draggled,  disorderly  children ; — carrying  one 
of  her  bundles  as  well  as  his  own,  besides  the 
two-year-old  baby  that  refused  to  walk — the  pro- 
fessor's entry  into  Meridien  was  not  impressive. 
It  was  even  ridiculous.  Explosions  of  laughter 
from  the  three  youths,  who  followed  the  party 
down  street  for  some  distance,  apprised  him  of 
that.  The  professor  had  been  laughed  at  many 
times ;  it  always  flustered  and  disturbed  him ;  it 
never  influenced  his  actions  a  whit. 

Like  many  another  man  of  insignificant  phys- 
ical proportions,  he  vainl}^  tried  to  add  to  his 
dignity  and  stature  by  tlie  wearing  of  a  high  silk 
hat.     The    baby's  admiration   for  tliat   hat   was 
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affectionate  and  persistent.  Under  its  expression 
the  hat  assumed  various  positions  on  Mr.  Pinley's 
head,  and  several  times  was  cast  down  to  the 
sidewalk.  Then  the  other  children  ran  joyously 
after  it,  and  the  professor  had  to  set  baby  and 
satchels  down,  while  he  fixed  it  on  again.  Pie  was 
never  more  thankful  than  when  they  turned  down 
a  side  street  followed  by  a  derisive  cry  "Bye, 
bye,  daddy,"  from  one  of  the  three  behind  him. 

The  house  to  Avhich  he  was  conducted  had 
certainly  no  advantages  of  situation,  nor  Avas 
there  anything  in  its  appearance,  within  or  with- 
out, that  argued  great  neatness  on  the  part  of  its 
occupants.  But  the  silent  anxiety  of  the 
woman's  face — her  volubility  had  quite  deserted 
her — as  she  showed  him  the  room  and  awaited 
his  decision,  appealed  strongly  to  the  little  man. 
When  he  spoke  of  references,  she  said,  with  hum- 
ble pride,  that  he  could  speak  to  the  pastor  of  the 
Methodist  Church  and  the  grocer  with  whom  she 
had  traded  for  ten  years. 

"  That  certainly  sounds  well,  madam,"  said  Pro- 
fessor Pinley,  smiling.  In  his  turn  he  mentioned 
Dr.  Farwell,  paid  a  month's  rent  in  advance,  and 
returned  to  the  depot  to  see  about  the  transfer- 
ence  of  his  luggage. 

Turning  into  the  main  thoroughfare,  he  met 
the  gentleman  who  had  been  Dr.  Farwell's  com- 
panion when  the  doctor  called  upon  him  at  his 
lodgings  at  Trevor. 
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"Dr.  Farwell  expected  to  meet  you  at  the 
train,"  said  Mr.  Need  ham,  shaking  hands  with 
his  new  associate.  "  He  was  detained  and  sent 
me  in  his  place.  He  wishes  you  to  consider  his 
house  your  home  at  present,  and  desired  me  to 
have  your  things  sent  there." 

What  the  doctor  had  said  to  his  assistant  was, 
"  We  must  keep  watch  of  him  till  he  gets  safely 
settled  in  desirable  quarters.  Pinley  is  quite 
capable  of  taking  half  of  a  chimney  sweep's  attic 
to  help  the  fellow  pay  his  rent." 

"  Dr.  Farwell  is  very  kind,  but  I  have  already 
secured  lodgings."  The  little  professor  added 
anxiously,  "  I  hope  it  will  not  put  him  to  any 
inconvenience." 

"  Oh,  certainly  not,"  Mr.  Needham  was  con- 
strained to  reply.  When  he  learned  the  profess- 
or's choice  he  wished  he  had  spoken  differently. 

"  You  never  can  stay  there,  Pinley.  It  is  alto- 
gether too  far  from  the  school." 

"  I  am  fond  of  exercise,"  urged  the  little  man. 

"  Besides,  the  neighborhood — oh,  yes,  respecta- 
ble enough,  but  not  suitable — not  at  all.  When 
your  month  is  up  you  must  make  a  change — you 
must,  indeed." 

With  the  speaker's  help,  Mr.  Pinley  picked  out 
his  trunks  and  boxes  from  the  miscellaneous  as- 
sortment in  the  baggage-room,  saw  tliem  on  tlie 
transfer  wagon  and  safely  started  toward  his 
new   lodo^ino's.     Then    Mr.   JSTeedliaui   drew   him 
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away  in  the  opposite  direction,  saying  that  the 
doctor  expected  them  to  take  supper  with  him. 

They  soon  left  the  business  portion  of  the 
town,  and  presently  a  large,  rectangular,  three- 
story  structure,  a  miracle  of  brick  ugliness,  rose 
into  view. 

''  Andrews  Hall,  otherwise,  the  Barracks,"  said 
Mr.  Needham,  indicating  it.  "  It  dominates 
everything  and  Avill  have  to  for  some  years  to 
come,  according  to  Mr.  Andrews'  Avill.  The 
main  building  is  a  little  farther  south." 

The  founder  of  Meridien  Academy,  he  ex- 
plained, was  a  childless,  eccentric  man  whose 
avowed  purpose  was  to  give  the  children  of  his 
brother  farmers  a  chance  at  a  little  more  learn- 
ing than  they  could  get  in  the  district  schools, 
''without  any  expensive  fiddle-faddles."  The 
dormitory,  built  under  his  own  eye  and  after  his 
own  plans  was  the  first  building  erected.  It 
stood  upon  the  highest  point  of  the  land  donated, 
and  was  regarded  with  great  pride  by  its  builder, 
who  directed  in  his  will  that  it  should  be  left  un- 
altered except  for  needed  repairs. 

For  nearly  a  third  of  a  century,  therefore,  the 
dormitory  had  dominated  everything  else  on  the 
ground.  So  plain,  so  bare  of  ever}^  modern  con- 
venience was  it,  that  its  nickname  of  the  Barracks 
seemed  most  appropriate.  Many  of  its  rooms 
Avere  still  heated  by  the  box  stoves  of  an  earlier 
generation.     But    the   academy   had    every  ad- 
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vantage  of  situation.  On  the  east  its  grounds 
sloped  to  the  pretty  Meridien  river ;  all  about 
were  wooded  hills  and  a  beautiful  rolling 
country. 

Mr.  Pinley  felt  his  heart  suddenly  warm  to  the 
ugly  old  dormitory.  Its  windows  blazed  with 
the  light  of  the  setting  sun ;  its  big  front  door 
swung  hospitably  wide  open,  and  on  the  broad 
stone  steps  a  number  of  students  were  loung- 
ing. 

"  Homer,"  cried  one  of  these,  sotto  voce^  and  a 
tall  young  fellow  appeared  at  a  window  over- 
head, "  is  n't  the  chap  Needham  has  in  tow  the 
queer  little  creature  who  came  down  on  the  train 
with  us  ?  " 

"  Correct,  as  usual,  Joseph,"  said  the  youth 
at  the  window.  "Why  does  he  thus  meander 
toward  these  classic  halls  ?  Do  you  know  any- 
thing about  him,  Diogenes  ?" 

Diogenes,  or  the  philosopher,  otherwise  absent- 
minded  Frank  AVillis,  the  oldest  student  in  the 
academy,  turned  his  spectacles  abstractedly  to- 
ward the  two  gentleman.  ''I'm  not  sure,"  he 
said,  "  but  I  think  it  must  be  the  new  assistant 
in  the  preparatory  department,  Mr.  Pinley  of 
Trevor." 

The  second  speaker  Avhistled  softl^^  "  Did  I 
save  him  for  this?  May  I  be  forgiven  !  Has  he 
got  that  smudge  off  his  nose  yet,  Joe  ?  " 

"Don't  believe  he  has,"  said  Joe,  with  a  grin. 
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"  It  shows  up  pretty  black  when  the  sun  hits  it 
just  right." 

"  Lovely  pair,"  mused  the  critic  at  the  window, 
"  the  long  and  the  short  of  it !  Pinley,  did  you 
say  his  name  was,  Diogenes?  Needham  and 
Pinley — pins  and  needles.  Hurrah  for  Professor 
Pin ! "  And  during  all  the  years  of  the  little 
teacher's  service  in  Meridien  the  soubriquet  re- 
mained. 


CHAPTEE  III 

THE    WAY    OPENS 

The  adjective  "  close  "  was  frequently  applied 
to  both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Britton,  but  it  was  conceded 
that  there  was  a  difference  of  degree.  Solicitors 
for  charitable  objects  had  learned  not  to  waste 
time  or  energy  on  the  lady  of  the  house ;  they 
waylaid  Mr.  Britton  and  were  sometimes  success- 
ful. The  church  treasurer  called  upon  him  in 
the  field,  or  buttonholed  him  in  the  street. 

The  economic  sense  was  so  strongly  developed 
in  Mrs.  Britton  that  it  paralyzed  her  sympathies. 
A  trifle  more  of  development  would  have  made 
her  a  miser ;  as  it  was,  ability  to  make  and  to 
save  were  crowning  virtues  in  her  eyes ;  laziness 
and  prodigality  were  unforgivable  vices.  She 
was  honest  to  a  hair,  but  if  the  hair  fell  in  either 
scale  it  would  be  on  her  side  of  the  balance. 

Justice  she  believed  in  absolutely ;  generosity 
was,  to  her,  only  another  name  for  weakness. 
So  far  as  religion  was  concerned,  they  had  family 
prayers  and  went  to  church  regularly  in  pleasant 
weather.  Yet,  though  they  counted  their  money 
by  thousands  and  were  chiklless,  Mrs.  Britton 
really  believed  that  she  had  discharged  all  finan- 
cial obligations  to  the  Lord's  kingdom  when  she 
27 
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contributed  five  dollars  a  year  to  the  pastor's 
support. 

''  There ! ''  she  said,  when  she  heard  of  Good- 
win's disappointment,  ''  now  I  hope  you  '11  give 
up  that  foolish  notion  and  get  yourself  some  de- 
cent clothes." 

AVith  all  her  closeness  she  believed  in  being 
''respectably"  dressed,  and  resented  Robert's 
shabby  garments  as  in  some  sort  a  reflection  upon 
themselves. 

"  I  will  go  to  college  if  I  have  to  go  in  rags," 
said  Robert,  pushing  back  from  his  almost  un- 
tasted  supper. 

''He  is  quite  equal  to  doing  it,"  said  Mrs.  Brit- 
ton,  when  the  door  had  closed  behind  the  hired 
man.  "  I  w4sh  he  would  go ;  his  head  is  too  full 
of  books  to  leave  room  for  manners  or  anything 
else." 

"  Give  the  boy  his  due,  Laura,"  said  Mr.  Brit- 
ton.  "Bob  is  a  faithful  worker  and  as  honest  as 
the  day  is  long." 

"  He  looks  like  a  beggar  and  acts  like  a  hea- 
then," retorted  his  wife.  "I  do  not  believe  he's 
been  inside  of  a  church  since  he  came ; "  which 
was  quite  true. 

"Are  you  going  to  church  in  those  clothes?" 
she  had  said  to  him  on  the  first  Sabbath  he 
passed  in  their  service.  It  was  quite  enough. 
Tliereafter  he  spent  the  day  in  his  loft  over  the 
wood-house,  or  under  the  trees  with  his  books. 
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Mr.  Britton  presently  followed  him  from  the 
room  and  the  two  finished  up  the  evening  chores. 
Secretly  Mr.  J3ritton  felt  considerable  sympathy 
with  Eobert.  lie  liked  to  read  himself,  and  de- 
voured every  word,  even  to  the  final  advertise- 
ment, of  the  semi- weekly  paper  and  monthly 
agricultural  journal,  which  constituted  the  intel- 
lectual food  of  the  Britton  household. 

He  had  never  expressed  his  sympathy  in  words, 
though  Kobert  knew  that  the  privilege  of  work- 
ing for  his  board  mornings  and  evenings  while 
he  attended  school  at  Trevor  was  granted  by  Mr. 
Britton,  against  his  wife's  advice. 

Employer  and  employee  went  the  usual  evening 
round,  exchanging  a  word  now  and  then  regard- 
ing the  welfare  of  the  stock  or  the  duties  of  the 
morrow.  "  Turn  the  cows  into  the  orchard  to- 
night," Mr.  Britton  at  last  directed,  and  saun- 
tered along  behind  them  himself,  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets. 

The  air  was  sweet  with  the  smell  of  apple-blos- 
soms and  the  ground  white  with  falling  petals. 
"  Where  do  you  think  you  '11  go  to  school  now  ?  " 
Mr.  Britton  asked,  helping  Eobert  close  the  heavy 
gate.  "  To  the  State  University  ?  There  '11  be 
no  tuition  fees  there." 

''  No,  but  the  living  and  other  ex[)enses  are  too 
high.  I  '11  have  to  wait  till  T  hear  of  some  phice 
where  I  can  find  the  chance  to  work  for  my 
board  that  you  were  going  to  give  me." 
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"^Yho  told  you  about  Trevor?"  Mr.  Britton 
asked,  meditatively  chewing  a  grass  blade. 

"  One  of  Harris  &  Tanner's  men  told  me  first. 
He  was  trying  to  be  smart,  and  I  did  n't  believe 
him,  so  I  went  up  to  the  college.  At  the  en- 
trance to  the  grounds  I  met  one  of  the  teach- 
ers, a  little  red-haired  man — a  very  civil  little 
fellow." 

"  Pinley ,"  said  Mr.  Britton,  nodding.  "  Walter 
Pinle3\  He  and  I  used  to  go  to  district  school 
together.  He 's  a  very  fine  little  fellow,  if  he  is 
homely — and  he  is  homely  and  no  mistake.  Had 
a  tough  time  getting  along  himself.  Pinley 
would  be  just  the  man  to  give  you  a  lift." 

"  I  can  lift  myself,"  said  Robert,  proudly,  "  if  I 
can  only  get  a  hold  somewhere." 

"  And  a  place  to  stand  on.  You  've  got  to  grip 
with  hands  and  feet  both  if  you  've  got  any  hoist- 
ing to  do." 

The  conversation  lapsed  and  for  several  days 
there  was  no  sign  that  any  one  in  the  wide  world 
took  the  slightest  interest  in  Robert  Goodwin  or 
his  plans.  Then  one  evening  Mr.  Britton  re- 
turned from  a  visit  to  the  town,  and  while  Robert 
was  helping  unharness  the  horses  his  employer 
gave  him  a  letter. 

"  There  's  something  that  may  interest  you,"  he 
said.  "  I  found  out  w4iere  Pinley  had  gone,  and 
it  struck  me  that  it  might  be  the  very  place  you 
were  looking  for.     So  I  dropped  him  a  line,  ask- 
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ing  for  particuhirs,  and  there 's  what  he  says. 
'T  is  n't  worth  while  talking  about  it  in  the 
house." 

Itobert  knew  well  that  it  would  never  do  for 
the  Brittons'  hired  man  to  be  seen  reading  a 
letter  during  chore  time,  nor  did  Mrs.  Britton 
allow  lamps  in  the  wood-house  loft.  When  he 
made  his  last  visit  to  the  barn  for  the  night,  he 
read  the  letter  by  the  light  of  the  stable  lantern. 

"  Dear  Andrew,"  it  began,  "  I  thank  you  for 
bringing  to  my  recollection  the  young  man, 
whose  address  is  in  my  note-book,  but  whom,  I 
am  ashamed  to  say,  I  had  temporarily  forgotten 
in  the  confusion  of  changing  work  and  locality. 

"  You  are  right  in  thinking  I  shall  be  in  hearty 
sympathy  with  his  desire  to  secure  an  education, 
and  that  I  shall  be  more  than  Avilling  to  render 
him  any  assistance  in  my  power.  I  think,  too, 
that  the  school  here  will  be  a  very  suitable  place 
in  which  to  begin  his  studies. 

"  Meridien  is  the  center  of  a  thrivino^  aOTicul- 
tural  community.  I  presume  he  will  have  little 
difficulty  in  finding  such  a  situation  as  he  desires. 
Failing  that,  however,  the  fees  here  are  so  mod- 
erate and  living  so  cheap  that  a  very  small  sum 
could  be  made  to  cover  the  term's  expenses.  Un- 
furnislied  rooms  in  the  dormitory  are  rented  at 
very  low  rates,  and  many  of  the  students,  whose 
means  are  limited,  bring  provisions  from  home 
and  do  their  own  c(jolving. 
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"  The  regular  curriculum  covers  two  years  in 
the  preparatoiy  and  three  in  the  academic 
course.  Our  graduates  are  then  ready  for  the 
junior  work  of  the  State  University.  But  the 
academy  does  normal  work  as  well  as  academical ; 
a  wide  latitude  is  allowed  in  the  choice  of  studies. 
We  have  young  men  here  making  up  for  time 
lost  in  college,  and  teachers,  of  some  experience, 
strengthening  weak  places  in  their  educational 
equipment.  Mr.  Goodwin  need  not  fear  to  find 
himself  alone  in  any  work  he  desires  to  under- 
take." 

Here  followed  a  statement  of  fees  and  other 
items  of  expense,  and  the  letter  concluded, 

"  Mr.  Goodwin  will  of  course  not  enter  now 
before  the  beginning  of  the  fall  term.  I  shall  be 
here  during  vacation,  except  unfortunately  the 
last  few  days,  so  that  I  cannot  assist  him  in  getting 
settled,  as  I  should  like  to  do.  Tell  him  to  write 
to  me  if  he  desires  any  further  information. 
With  kindest  regards  to  Mr.  Goodwin,  Mrs.  Brit- 
ton  and  yourself,  I  remain, 

"  Sincerely  your  friend, 

''Walter  J.  Pinl»y." 

Never  a  wink  slept  Goodwin  all  that  night. 
When  he  and  his  employer  were  first  alone  to- 
gether in  the  morning,  he  said,  almost  as  grufily 
as  if  he  were  ashamed  to  have  to  say  it,  "  Thank 
you,  Mr.  Britton." 
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''  Oh,  tfiat  's  all  right/'  said  Mr.  Britton,  as  if 
he  were  equally  ashamed  of  being  concerned  in 
the  affair.     ''  Going  to  try  it  ?  " 

''  Yes,  sir." 

lie  worked  so  hard  during  harvest  time,  both 
because  of  the  hope  that  inspired  him  and  the 
desire  to  show  his  gratitude  to  Mr.  Britton  in 
the  way  that  gentleman  could  best  appreciate  it, 
that  in  midsummer  he  broke  down,  and  lost  two 
precious  weeks.  The  family  living  in  the  tenant 
house  on  the  Britton  place  took  care  of  him,  and 
beside  the  loss  of  wages  there  was  their  bill  and 
the  doctor's  to  pay.  It  made  quite  a  hole  in  his 
savings. 

"  I  should  think  Providence  is  -showing  you 
pretty  plamly  how  foolish  it  is  for  you  to  persist 
in  attempting  to  go  to  college  at  your  age  and 
in  your  circumstances,"  said  Mrs.  Britton. 

"  I  do  n't  think  Providence  has  anything  to  do 
with  it,"  Eobert  answered,  tartly.  His  ideas  of 
Providence  were  vague  enough,  but  what  he  dis- 
tinctly resented  was  the  interference  of  any 
deity  claimed  by  Mrs.  Britton  in  his  affairs. 
Somehow  he  felt  they  could  not  worship  the 
same  God. 

All  Mr.  Britton  said  was,  ''  Do  you  still  think 
you  '11  try  it  in  the  fall  ?  " 

''  Yes,  sir,"  said  Kobert,  grimly. 

If  he  could  not  stay  for  two  terms  he  wouKl 
take  one ;  if  he  could  not  buy  new  clothes,  his 
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one  outgrown  suit  should  do.  If  new  books  were 
out  of  the  question,  he  woukl  use  the  old. 

He  had  a  little  bedding,  all  that  was  left  to 
remind  him  of  his  early  home  life ;  the  life  de- 
stroyed by  the  death  of  both  parents  several 
years  before.  This,  some  second-hand  school- 
books  and  a  couple  of  changes  of  underclothes 
constituted  his  worldly  possessions.  Mrs.  Brit- 
ton  declared  she  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
an  attempt  so  plainly  under  the  displeasure  of 
Providence.  Mr.  Britton  sat  in  the  wood-house 
loft  while  Robert  packed  his  few  belongings  into 
an  empty  box  and  an  old  valise,  afterward  driv- 
ing Robert  to  the  depot  himself.  When  the  time 
came  to*say  ^'  good-bye  "  he  thrust  a  bit  of  yellow 
pasteboard  into  Robert's  hand.  It  was  a  through 
ticket  to  Meridien. 

''Never  mind  now,  never  mind,"  he  said, 
putting  aside  Robert's  remonstrances,  "you've 
earned  it ;  you  've  worked  faithfully.  God  bless 
you,  and  good  luck  !  " 

He  drove  away  leaving  Robert  with  a  queer 
reflection  that  Mr.  Britton's  God  must  be  totally 
unlike  the  Being  worshiped  by  his  wife. 


CHAPTEE  IV 

THE    BEGINNIIN^G    OF   STUDEIS^T    LIFE 

It  was  the  opening  day  of  the  fall  term  at 
Meridien  and  the  Barracks  hummed  like  a  great 
beehive.  The  halls  Avere  full  of  young  men  in 
their  shirt-sleeves  hurrying  hither  and  thither 
Avith  every  description  of  furniture.  One  puffed 
his  way  up  the  narrow,  old-fashioned  stairs  al- 
most smothered  under  a  big  feather  bed ;  be- 
hind him,  two  others  struggled  with  a  stove,  and 
others  still,  anxious  to  ascend  or  descend  urged 
them  on  with  impatient  jests. 

From  one#of  the  lower  rooms  floated  "  Yankee 
Doodle  "  scraped  briskly  from  a  violin.  In  the 
third  story  some  one  sang  dolorously  "  Xo  one 
to  love,"  and  an  agile  fellow  risked  his  neck 
dancing  a  jig  on  the  balustrade.  The  building 
echoed  with  cries  of  — 

''  Who  's  got  a  hammer  ?  " 

"  AVhere  's  my  key  ?  " 

"  Where  's  the  broom  ?  " 

"  Bother  that  stovepipe  !  " 

"  What  ails  this  window  ?  " 

"  Say,  Levis,  will  j^ou  lend  " 

"Anything,  my  boy,  anything  but  my  tooth- 
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brush.  Go  in  and  liel})  yourself.  O  Ted,  ask 
McGuire  what  he  '11  take  i'or  that  tune." 

''  He  says  seventy  thousand  dollars." 

''Tell  Mm  it's  sold.  Ask  French  what  he '11 
take  for  his." 

The  speaker,  big,  fair-faced,  curly-haired 
Homer  Levis,  sat  on  the  railing  in  the  front  end 
of  the  second  hall.  He  had  one  of  the  best 
rooms  in  the  dormitory  ;  it  was  already  furnished 
and  he  boarded  with  a  family  near  by  ;  so  he  liad 
no  part  in  the  bustle  about  him  except  to  enjoy 
it. 

Near  him  stood  his  cousin,  and  almost  his  equal 
in  size,  "  slick "  Charley  Brams.  Half  a  head 
shorter  than  Brams,  but  very  solidly  and  strongly 
built,  Joe  Muffler  made  the  third  in  the  trio 
known  throughout  the  academy  as  "  The  Big- 
Three." 

Muffler  was  Levis'  chum,  and  beside  him  on 
the  balustrade  crouched  the  pet  and  nuisance  of 
the  Barracks,  his  pet  'coon  Tip,  or  Tippecanoe. 
Tip  had  so  far  invaded  the  Barracks'  larders  with 
impunity,  his  master's  reputation  being  an  effec- 
tual shield.  For  Muffler  was  a  fighter  from  the 
crown  of  his  head  to  the  soles  of  his  feet. 

He  rested  his  elbows  on  the  railing  and  leaned 
over  to  survey  the  animated  scene  below.  The 
position  made  him  an  inviting  target  to  some 
reckless  youngsters  in  the  third  story.  Paper 
wads  and  a  feather  duster  he  let  pass  unheeded, 
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but  when  a  tin  pan  rattled  down  and  scared  Tip 
into  hasty  retreat  to  his  master's  shoulder,  Muffler 
directed  a  stern  gaze  upward. 

"  The  next  chap  that  drops  anything  on  Tip  or 
me  will  get  dropped,"  he  remarked,  and  renewed 
his  survey.     The  rain  of  missiles  ceased. 

"  Who  's  in  No.  19  ?  "  asked  Levis,  indicating  a 

•  door  at  the  end  of  the  hall.     ''  It  is  n't  big  enough 

to  swing  a  cat  in,  but  I  'm  sure  I  heard  some  one 

moving  about  in  there.     Bootjack,  Miner  ?     Say, 

ask  No.  19  if  he  has  one." 

In  response  to  Miner's  rap,  the  door  opened  a 
few  inches  and  a  curt  ''  No,  I  have  n't,"  was 
tired  at  him  almost  before  he  preferred  his  re- 
quest. 

"AVell,  you've  got  nice  manners,  anyway," 
said  Miner,  staring  at  the  door,  which  had  been 
unceremoniously  closed  in  his  face.  "What  did 
he  look  like  ?  I  do  n't  know.  Did  n't  see  any- 
thing but  his  nose,  and  that  was  n't  handsome." 

"  You  try  him,  Joe,"  prompted  Levis.  Muffler 
unfolded  his  arms  and  gave  a  sharj)  knock.  "  Got 
a  spare  chair  ?  "  he  asked. 

The  space  opened  was  no  greater ;  the  "  No  " 
even  more  curt.  "  I  'd  Avhip  you  out  of  your 
boots  for  two  cents,"  Muffler  said,  returning  to 
liis  former  position. 

Levis  jumi)e(l  down  fi'om  his,  and  tapped 
lightly.  The  moment  the  knob  was  turned,  he 
pushed    the    door    wide   open,    in   spite   of   the 
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resistance  of  the  occupant,  an  ungainly,  ill- 
dressed  youth. 

''  What  do  you  inean  ?  What  do  you  want  ?  " 
cried  the  latter,  angrily. 

''Manners,"  said  Levis,  bowing  with  much 
politeness.  "  Got  'em  to  spare,  have  n't  you  ? 
Such  pretty  ones,  too !  Oh,  you  would  n't, 
would  you  ?  "  as  the  owner  of  the  room  tried 
to  push  him  from  it.     ''Well,  come  along  then." 

He  dragged  his  antagonist  across  the  hall  and 
lifted  him  to  the  broad  seat  of  the  window,  where 
he  held  him,  jesting  at  his  furious  and  fruitless 
attempts  to  free  himself. 

Some  one  in  the  hall  below  gave  a  warning 
whistle,  and  the  w^ords  "  Pins  and  Needles " 
passed  rapidly  from  mouth  to  mouth.  Levis 
quickly  thrust  his  captive  back  into  No.  19  and 
closed  the  door.  The  jig  dancer  turned  a  hand- 
spring and  landed  in  his  own  room,  while 
"  Yankee  Doodle  "  and  "  No  one  to  love  "  broke 
short  off  in  the  middle  of  a  measure. 

Up  the  broad  gravel  walk  and  into  the  Bar- 
racks came  Professor  Needham  and  Professor 
Pinley. 

"  Good-morning,  gentlemen,  good-morning  !  " 
said  the  tall  professor,  bowing  urbanely  right 
and  left. 

"  Good-morning — good-morning,  gentlemen  !  " 
echoed  the  smaller  one,  shrinking  behind  his  im- 
posing colleague. 
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"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  back.  I  hope  you  are 
well.  Is  your  room  satisfactory  ? "  Professor 
Needham  remarked  to  one  and  another.  His 
affability  lessened  as  he  approached  the  trio  in 
the  second  hall.  He  spoke  pleasantly  enough  to 
Brams,  barely  nodding  to  the  other  two. 

Instantly  the  young  giant  on  the  railing  leaned 
forward.  "  Good-morning,  Professor  Needham," 
he  said,  suavely,  "  I  'm  glad  to  see  you,  sir.  Are 
you  quite  well  ?  " 

Mr.  Needham  replied  shortly  that  he  was  in 
his  usual  health  and  appeared  ready  to  leave  the 
vicinity. 

"  And  Professor  Pinley," — Levis  turned  to  the 
smaller  man  with  an  exaggerated  air  of  anxiety, 
— "  I  hope  I  see  you  very  well,  sir." 

"  Certainly,  sir,  certainly — quite  so,"  responded 
the  little  man,  growing  as  red  as  his  thin  hair. 
He  always  had  an  uneasy  consciousness  that 
Levis  liked  to  confuse  him  and  knew  that  he 
could.  "  One  moment,  Mr.  Needham  ;  I  think— 
I  believe — there  is  a  young  man  here  I  was  asked 
— I  have  been  spoken  to  concerning — I  fhink — I 
believe — I  will  knock  at  his  door." 

The  professor  knocked  with  surprising  results. 
A  figure  charged  out  like  the  stone  from  a  cata- 
pult, except  that  a  stone  from  a  catapult  liad 
only  dead  weight  and  momentum,  while  the  pro- 
fessor's assailant  was  very  much  alive  and  very 
angry. 
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'*  Take  that,  and  that,  and  that,"  a  blow  with 
each  word,  "  and  see  if  you  can  let  my  door  alone 
in  the  future." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  are  you  crazy  ? " 
cried  Mr.  Needham,  hurriedly  interfering,  and 
the  youth  fell  back  in  dismay: 

"  Never  mind,  never  mind,"  said  the  little 
professor,  brushing  off  the  hat  Muffler  handed 
him,  his  assailant's  confusion  dissipating  his  own. 
"  Good-morning,  Mr.  Goodwin.  I  was  sorry  not 
to  be  here  when  you  arrived.  I  will  just  step 
into  your  room  a  moment  and  see  how  com- 
fortable you  are." 

He  tried  to  say  the  last  sentence  jocosely,  and 
Avished,  as  he  entered,  that  he  had  not  said  it  at 
all.  Goodwin's  face  darkened;  he  offered  Mr. 
Pinley  the  only  chair  the  room  contained,  and 
sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  creaking  bedstead. 

The  room  had  been  used  for  storage ;  it  was 
small  and  ill-lighted.  Besides  the  bed  and  chair 
there  were  a  rusty  stove  and  a  small  table.  A 
keen  realization  of  Goodwin's  poverty  and  what 
the  coming  struggle  would  mean  to  the  lad  forced 
itself  upon  the  teacher.  Robert  sat  before  him 
Avith  hanging  head — a  fine  head ;  the  forehead 
almost  too  full  over  the  deep-set,  gloomy  eyes ; 
and  these  in  turn  betrayed  an  unfortunate  dis- 
position, proud,  sensitive,  morose  and  irritable. 

''You  had  no  trouble  finding  us,  I  presume," 
said  Mr.  Pinley. 
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"Xo,  sir/' 

"And  how  did  you  leave  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brit- 
ton  ?  " 

"•As  well  as  usual."  * 

Every  moment  it  grew  more  ditticult  for  the 
professor  to  express  the  sympathy  and  interest  he 
really  felt,  liobert's  manner  was  so  repellent 
that  the  little  man  began  to  think  it  due  to  his 
own  lack  of  attractiveness,  the  remembrance  of 
whicli  was  never  long  absent  from  him.  How- 
ever, he  made  another  brave  attempt. 

"Do  you  still  desire  to  find  a  place  where  you 
can  work  out  of  school  hours  for  j^our  board?" 

"  If  I  can." 

"My  time  has  been  much  occupied,"  Said  Mr. 
IMnley,  "and  I  have  made  few  acquaintances 
outside  of  the  school,  but  I  chanced  to  meet  two 
gentlemen  who  occasionally  employ  help  of  that 
kind,  and  I  have  spoken  to  both  of  them  concern- 
ing you.  I  would  advise  you  to  see  them  your- 
self as  soon  as  possible."  He  added  directions 
for  the  finding  of  each  place. 

Jtobert  muttered  "  Thank  you."  He  was  liter- 
ally almost  dumb  from  a  conflict  of  emotions. 
Even  the  words,  so  kindly  meant  sounded  cold 
and  patronizing  to  the  youth,  who  burned  with 
shame  at  his  mistaken  violence,  and  snuvrted 
under  the  mockery  of  his  new  companions,  while 
the  sense  of  poverty  added  its  bitter  sting. 

"I  will  see  you  again,  Mr.  Goodwin,"  said  the 
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teacher,  rising  in  answer  to  an  urgent  summons 
from  his  brother  professor.  Pie  held  out  his 
hand.  "  I  wish  you  would  look  upon  me  at  all 
times  as  your  friend." 

Robert  took  the  extended  hand  limply  in  his 
own,  again  muttering  "Thank  you."  The  stam- 
mering earnestness  of  the  last  sentence  touched 
him,  yet  for  his  life  he  could  not  respond  to  it. 

On  their  way  down  the  gravel  walk  the  teach- 
ers were  startled  by  the  sound  of  a  sudden  rush 
behind  them.  A  group  of  students,  dividing  just 
as  there  seemed  imminent  danger  of  running  over 
the  gentlemen,  went  racing  by  on  either  side. 
Easily  in  the  lead  ran  the  fair-haired  young  giant 
of  the  sefcond  story. 

"  That  scapegrace  Levis,"  said  Professor  Need- 
ham,  impatiently.  "The  same  old  stor^  with 
him,  I  suppose.  Just  enough  study  to  keep  his 
place ;  the  rest  of  the  time  stirring  up  the  whole 
Barracks  to  mischief." 

Professor  Pinley  was  watching  the  runners, 
rather  pleased  than  otherwise.  "  Is  there  no  pos- 
sibility that  he  sometimes  carries  the  sins  of 
others  on  those  broad  shoulders  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  You  have  been  an  apologist  for  Levis  from 
the  first,"  rejoined  his  companion,  "yet  he  treats 
you  with  even  less  respect  than  he  Hoes  the  rest 
of  us.     I  confess  I  wonder  at  your  preference." 

"  He  is  so  big,"  said  the  little  professor,  smil- 
ino:. 
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"  So  is  an  elephant." 

''And  strong." 

"So  is  an  ox." 

"And  handsome." 

"  So  is  a  doll.  My  dear  Pinley,  is  it  possible 
that  a  man  of  your  intelligence  allows  himself  to 
be  influenced  by  mere  physical  accidents  ?  " 

"I  suppose,"  the  little  man  answered  after  a 
pause,  "  that  we  always  overestimate  the  advan- 
tages we  lack.  When  I  was  a  child,  my  great 
desire  was  to  grow  up  large  and  strong.  I  felt  as 
if  then  I  could  accomplish  wonderful  things. 
You  see,"  he  added,  sadly,  "what  I  am." 

Mr.  Needham  did  see.  And  in  spite  of  the  re- 
proof so  recently  uttered,  no  member  of  the 
Meridien  faculty  was  more  influenced  by  appear- 
ances than  the  tall,  well-favored  gentleman,  who, 
out  of  consideration  for  the  speaker,  returned  to 
the  original  subject  of  conversation. 

"If  your  admiration  was  for  Levis'  cousin, 
Charles  Brams,  I  could  understand  it  better.  He 
is  a  student  and  a  gentleman." 

"I  do  not  like  Brams,"  said  the  little  professor. 

Mr.  Xeedham  gave  up  the  attempt  to  compre- 
liend  such  peculiar  preferences  and  prejudices, 
l)ut  in  liis  next  question  touched  u[)on  another 
e(jual]y  incomprehensible.  "By  the  by,  whei'e 
do  you  lodge  this  term?" 

Pi'ofessor  Binley  had  Ixhmi  dreading  tliis  ques- 
tion, but  he  met  it  bi'avely. 
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''At  the — at  the  old  phice,"  he  replied,  stam- 
meringly.  ''  I  enjoy  the  walk,  and  Mrs.  Woodrow 
does  everything  she  can  for  my  comfort." 

''My  dear  Tinley,  of  course  you  must  consult 
your  OAvn  pleasure  in  the  matter,  but  I  do  not 
think  you  realize  the  effect  your  living  among 
such  surroundings  Avill  have  upon  the  respect  of 
your  pupils.  We  owe  something  to  our  position 
and  profession." 

"Very  true,"  assented  the  little  man,  "very 
true."  But  he  said  nothing  about  making  the 
change  Professor  Needham  thought  so  necessary. 

Levis  and  his  companions  doubled  a  corner  of 
the  campus  and  halted  before  a  house  where  a 
hard-faced  Avoman  was  sweeping  the  outer  steps. 
"Good-morning,  Aunt  Polly,"  chorused  the 
young  scamps.  "She's  so  glad  to  see  us  back, 
are  n't  you,  Aunt  Polly  ?  " 

Now  between  Mrs.  Polly  Prince  and  the  Bar- 
racks existed  a  feud  of  long  standing. 

"  Do  n't  you  dare  '  Aunt  Polly '  me,  you  ill- 
mannered  rowdies,"  she  cried.  "  Sic  'em,  Towser, 
sic  'em." 

Towser,  measuring  about  a  foot  and*  a  half, 
was  already  at  the  fence  barking  frantically. 
Levis  leaned  over,  clapped  his  hat  over  the  dog's 
head  and  picked  him  up.  Up  and  down,  close 
to  the  fence,  he  walked  with  long  strides,  dan- 
dling the  dog  like  a  baby,  and  keeping  just  out 
of   the    reach    of    Aunt  Polly's    broom    as    she 
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raced  after  him,  breathing  out  tlireatenings  and 
slaughter. 

At  hist  Levis  darted  smUlenly  down  the  alley, 
leaped  over  the  low  fence  and  ran  across  to  a 
shed  at  the  rear  of  the  house.  Here,  mounted  on 
a  convenient  grindstone,  he  tossed  the  dog  to  the 
highest  point  of  the  shed  roof,  and,  hotly  pursued 
by  Towser's  owner,  raced  back  to  rejoin  his  com- 
panions. 

''  Here  comes  Professor  Pin,"  they  warned 
him.     ^'  You'd  better  keep  on  running,  Homer." 

"  Not  much,  from  little  Pin,"  gasped  Levis. 
He  had  tlie  true  senior's  contempt  for  the  pre- 
paratory department.  "  What 's  he  going  to  do, 
anyway  ?" 

Professor  Pinley  .did  not  leave  them  long  in 
doubt.  Towser  stood  with  his  four  legs  wide 
apart  on  the  sloping  roof  and  whined  with  fear. 
Aunt  Polly,  mounted  on  the  grindstone  which 
just  brought  her  liead  to  tlie  eaves,  alternately 
coaxed  the  dog  and  berated  the  students.  She 
did  not  see  the  professor  till  he  stood  at  her  side 
asking,  "  Is  there  a  ladder  convenient,  Mrs. 
Prince  ?     I  will  get  the  dog  for  you." 

''Go  'way,"  cried  Aunt  Polly,  too  full  of 
wratli  to  make  distinctions.  "  Get  out.  I  do  n't 
want  no  more  'cademy  trash  round.  You  can't 
climb  up  there.  They've  got  a  huhloi'  next 
door." 

Paying  attention  oiilv  to  (lie  hist  seiiteiu'e,  Mr. 
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Pinley  went  after  the  ladder,  which  he  brought 
back  and  set  against  the  shed  with  some  diffi- 
culty— it  was  so  long  and  he  was  so  short.  Aunt 
Polly's  denunciations  continued  without  ceasing ; 
they  were  punctuated  by  the  sounds  of  laughter 
in  the  distance,  and  Towser,  whose  temper  was 
as  peculiar  as  that  of  his  mistress,  snapped  and 
snarled.  But  Mr.  Pinley  persevered  and  brought 
the  dog  safely  down. 

"  If  you  teachers  did  your  duty,  them  boys 
'd  never  dast  act  the  way  they  do,"  was  all  the 
thanks  he  received.  Yet  the  village  scold  might 
have  been  a  queen  and  her  words  the  essence  of 
amiability,  so  courteous  was  the  little  professor's 
parting  salutation. 

The  grinning  students,  inspired  by  their  lead- 
er's effrontery,  remained  on  the  sidewalk,  won- 
dering what  "  Pin  would  say  to  Homer,"  and 
sure  that  he  would  get  "  a  dose  "  in  reply. 

"Unless  the  old  fellow  backs  down  and  goes 
the  other  way." 

Professor  Pinley  did  not  go  the  other  way. 
He  came  straight  toward  them  ;  there  was  an  in- 
voluntary bracing  of  shoulders  and  saucy  lifting 
of  heads.  The  bright,  near-sighted  eyes  rested 
gravely  on  each  face  in  turn,  lingering  longest 
on  that  of  the  fair-haired  leader.  Then  the  pro- 
fessor politely  raised  his  hat  and  passed  them 
without  a  w^ord. 

Some  one  started  a  lauo^h  that  fell  flat.     After 
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all,  it  was  a  woinan^a  gray-haired  woman,  who 
climbed  stiffly  down  from  the  grindstone,  and 
angrily  slammed  the  kitchen  door.  And  the  dog, 
a  poor,  insignilicant  creature,  faithful  at  least  to 
his  lonely  mistress. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  Levis,  pulling  his  hat 
forward  over  his  curly  hair,  "  I  think  that  was 
rather  fine  of  little  Pin." 

Oddly  enough,  he  thought  of  the  incident  sev- 
eral times  that  afternoon.  I  say  oddly  enough, 
for,  except  to  laugh  at  his  queer  looks  and  tease 
him  occasionally,  Levis  had  seldom  noticed  Pro- 
fessor Pinley, 


CHAPTEK  V 

THE   PROFESSOK'S   APPEAL 

The  chapel  bell  sent  its  long,  melodious  notes 
across  the  campus,  to  echo  and  reecho  from  the 
massive  side  of  the  dormitory  till  it  sounded  like 
three  bells.  The  Barracks  had  quieted  some- 
what since  dinner  ;  now  there  was  -renewed  ac- 
tivity. Dishes  and  pans  rattled  at  a  lively  rate, 
books  were  hastily  sorted  out  from  the  litter  of 
boxes  and  bundles,  and  the  pseudo  housekeeper 
doffed  his  cook's  apron  for  the  student's  coat. 

"  Trouble  begins,  Joseph,"  sang  Levis,  execut- 
ing a  sort  of  clog-dance  on  the  threshold. 

''  Oo-ooh,  aye  !  "  groaned  Muffler.  "  Come 
along,  Charley." 

The  response  was  indistinct.  "  No  use  waiting 
for  him,"  the  others  agreed  and  joined  the  stream 
of  students  pouring  out  of  the  dormitory. 

The  first  sound  of  the  bell  sent  a  thrill  through 
Robert  Goodwin.  At  last !  He  stood  up  and 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  merry,  rollicking  crowd 
below ;  looked  down  at  his  shrunken,  shabby 
clothes,  remembering  with  angry  shame  how  he 
had  been  laughed  at  that  morning. 

Alas, — these  supreme  moments,  for  which  we 
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labor  and  of  which  wo  dream — how  often  the 
apples  of  Sodom  lill  our  mouths  with  ashes  of 
disappointment ! 

Kobert  w^aited  until  the  sound  of  hurrying  feet 
had  died  entirely  away.  Then  he  went  quickly 
out,  loitering  again  when  he  reached  the  walk, 
to  avoid  overtaking  any  belated  student. 

He  was  not  the  last  to  leave  the  building, 
though  he  supposed  himself  to  be.  Brams 
emerged  from  his  room  a  few  moments  later, 
yaw^ning  and  stretching.  He  paused  before 
Goodwin's  door,  looked  up  and  down  the  halls 
and  cautiously  turned  the  knob. 

The  Barracks'  doors  closed  with  spring  locks ; 
a  fact  bewailed  by  many  a  newcomer,  when  he 
found  himself  outside  and  his  key  within.  The 
janitor  was  usually  out  of  the  w^ay  at  such  times, 
and  the  forgetful  student  Avas  generally  assisted 
through  the  transom  by  some  grinning  neighbor. 

Sometimes,  in  view  of  this  fact,  the  door  was 
left  ajar,  but  a  newcomer  rarely  did  that  more 
than  once.  He  was  too  apt  to  find  things  "  up- 
side down  and  down-side  u])"  on  his  return. 
Goodwin  had  taken  no  risk,  but  Brams,  after 
another  cautious  glance  about  him,  took  an  oddly- 
shaped  key  from  liis  })ocket  and  entered  Ko.  10 
without  any  difficulty.  After  a  contemptuous 
scrutiny  of  its  poor  furnishings,  lie  came  out  and 
closed  the  door  with  the  same  caution  he  had 
used  during  the  whole  proceeding. 
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Professor  Pinley  was  waiting  for  Goodwin  at 
the  main  entrance  and  conducted  him  to  the 
chapel.  It  was  larger  than  the  one  at  Trevor, 
and  with  its  vaulted  ceiling,  frescoed  walls  and 
handsome  windows,  a  great  contrast  to  the  bare 
plainness  of  the  Barracks.  The  merry  crowd 
Robert  had  looked  down  upon  a  few  moments 
before  now  sat  listejiing,  with  outward  rever- 
ence, at  least,  to  the  deathless  words  of  a  death- 
conquering  Christ.  Robert  was  almost  as  igno- 
rant of  real  worship  as  a  Hottentot,  but  when 
two  hundred  strong  young  voices  lifted  the  grand 
march  of  "  Coronation  "  to  the  lofty  ceiling,  he 
felt  a  vague  longing  after  the  "unknown  God." 

Dr.  Farwell  welcomed  the  students  back  in  a 
brief  address,  afterward  directing  newcomers 
who  wished  to  enter  the  preparatory  department 
to  room  IS'o.  11,  where  they  would  be  examined 
and  classified. 

"  Professor  Needham  will  assign  normal  and 
academic  work  in  Room  4,"  concluded  the  prin- 
cipal. 

Thither  Mr.  Pinley  conducted  Goodwin.  The 
room  was  half  full  and  Mr.  Needham  w^as  con- 
versing with  a  youth,  who,  though  smiling, 
seemed  disappointed. 

"  I  did  n't  think  that  six  months  out  of  school 
would  leave  a  fellow  so  rustj^,"  he  said,  as  Mr. 
Pinley  and  Robert  came  in. 

"  You  will  soon  get  rid  of  the  rust/'  the  teacher 
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encouraged  him.  ''Mr.  JMarcus  Thorpe,  Mr.  Pin- 
ley.  Mr.  Thorpe  took  freshman  work  at  Ansa 
hist  year,  but  was  a  little  weak  in  mathematics, 
and  six  months'  enforced  vacation  has  not 
helped  the  matter  any.  lie  will  have  to  double 
on  that  branch  in  your  department." 

So  Mr.  Pinley  left  Goodwin  and  bore  away 
Master  Thorpe,  a  good-natured,  careless  young- 
ster, very  proud  of  his  brief  connection  with 
a  university,  and  not  over-fond  of  study.  *  A 
'greater  contrast  to  the  stern,  moody,  ambitious 
Robert  could  scarcely  be  imagined. 

The  little  professor  was  only  an  assistant  in 
the  preparatory  department ;  his  part  in  the  ex- 
aminations was  soon  over  and  he  went  back  to 
see  how  Goodwin  had  fared. 

''  Oh,  your  pugnacious  aicquaintance  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Needham.  lie  smoothed  his  luxuriant  beard 
and  shook  his  head.  "1  decided  to  try  him  \vith 
the  juniors  but,  my  dear  Pinley,  I  am  afraid  it 
is  a  mistake." 

'*  Send  hhn  to  us,  then.  It  would  be  less  dis- 
couraging than  to  fall  back  afterward." 

''  The  whole  thing  is  a  mistake,  my  dear  sir — 
his  coming  here  at  all." 

"Don't  you  think  lie  has  ability  ?'' 

'' Oh— ability  !  1  had  not  time  foi' more  than 
a  cursory  examination,  but  1  should  sav  very 
ordinai'v.  TIkmi  ]\v  insists  on  usini^' a  lot  of  anti- 
<jiiat(MJ    t('\tl)')()ks;    is    sell'-taniiht,    he    tells    me. 
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You  know  what  that  means ;  as  much  to  unlearn 
as  to  learn.  Self-opinionated,  of  course ;  self- 
taught  men  usually  are.  1  wish  you  had  chosen 
a  more  promising  protege." 

"  Many  a  lad  as  unprepossessing  has  made 
name  and  fame  for  himself,"  urged  the  little 
professor. 

^'  True ;  but  for  every  such  success,  how  many 
failures?  Frankly,  my  advice  is— urge  him  to 
go  back  to  the  friendly  obscurity  from  which  he 
came." 

"  And  if  he  refuses  " 

Mr.  Needham  waved  the  result  aside  with  a 
well-shaped  hand.  ''  He  "^vill  be  forced  to,  sooner 
or  later.  AVhy,  wath  his  gruff  manners  and  queer 
looks  the  boys  will  guy  him  to  death." 

Mr.  Pinley  had  alrea'v  learned  that  the 
speaker's  judgment  was  not  infallible,  but  he 
fully  reaiized  that  Goodwin  was  badly  hampered, 
as  the  professor  knew  himself  to  have  been^  by 
personal  peculiarities  and  poverty.  Yet  he  had 
not  the  faintest  idea  of  advising  Robert  to  leave 
Meridien.  In  the  first  place,  he  knew  it  would 
be  useless ;  in  the  second,  he  felt  sure  that  Mr. 
Needham  had  underrated  the  lad. 

"  And  if  he  has  the  ability  and  resolution  that 
I  think  he  has,"  mused  the  professor,  ''  he  will 
never  regret  the  struggle." 

The  professor's  duties  being  over  for  the  day, 
he  took  his  favorite  walk  along  the  shore  of  the 
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little  Meridieii  river.  It  was  easily  forded  at  the 
foot  ol'  the  road  leading  down  from  "  Science 
ilill";  the  ford  now  so  shallow,  after  several 
weeks  of  hot,  dry  weather,  that. one  could  cross 
on  the  stones  dry-shod. 

North  of  the  ford,  however,  the  river  deep- 
ened and  widened,  making  a  capital  bathing- 
j)lace.  Already  the  water  churned  and  splashed 
with  the  frolics  of  several  swimmers  and  bathers. 

Homer  Levis  had  been  first  to  visit  the  pool 
that  warm  afternoon ;  he  now  lay,  half-dressed, 
on  the  bank,  uttering  an  occasional  '^  Whoop " 
as  his  share  in  keeping  the  echoes  well  stirred 
up. 

"  Look  out  there  !  who  are  you  walking  on  ?  " 
he  ejaculated  as  some  one  stumbled  over  his  feet. 
"  Oh,  I  beg  pardon,  professor — thought  it  was 
one  of  the  boys.     Going  to  take  a  dip?" 

''No,  sir,  I  think — no,  sir,  I  am  not,"  said  Mr. 
Pinlt^}^,  recovering  himself. 

"Guess  you're  wise — unless  you  can  swim. 
The  water  would  be  over  your  head." 

"  It  is  not  over  yours,  I  presume,"  said  the  lit- 
tle man,  smiling  faintly. 

''  Well,  hardly.  Six  feet  four,  and  I  can  swim 
like — any  other  goose.  Have  a  chair,  professor  ? 
Take  t/ro  chairs." 

He  waved  his  hnnd  jiii*ily  to  the  tui'f  beside 
him,  but  Pi'otessor  Pinh'v  stood  silent,  earnestly 
sc:niiiiii<'"  thi^   handsome,  mischievous  face.      AVas 
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there  no  depth  of  feeling,  no  strength  of  purpose 
dwelling  in  that  sj)l(indid  frame  ? 

"  You  are  very  strong,  Mr.  Levis.  If  a  man 
were  struggling  for  his  life  out  yonder,  how 
quickly  you  Avould  drag  him  to  shore ! " 

"'  Can't  'most  alwa3^s  sometimes  generally  tell, 
professor.     I  should  probably  hop  in  and  try." 

"And  if  a  struggle  as  fierce  were  going  on  day 
by  day  beside  you — a  struggle  against  fate, 
friendlessness  and  poverty — what  then?" 

"That's  quite  another  thing,  sir.  I  shouldn't 
know  Avhether  to  catch  him  by  his  hair  or  his 
heels." 

For  once  his  mockery  neither  confused  nor 
silenced  the  little  man. 

"  The  lad  in  No.  19  is  in  the  midst  of  just  such 
a  struggle,  Mr.  Levis.  An  orphan,  without 
money  and  without  friends ;  every  step  of  his 
Avay  must  be  carved  by  his  own  hands." 

"  He  's  got  a  dear,  sweet  temper  of  his  own," 
said  Levis,  drily. 

"  Hampered  by  that ;  yes,  heavily  hampered 
by  that.  It  is  a  bitter  thing  to  feel  the  world 
and  fate  against  one,  to  lose  faith  in  God's  love 
for  lack  of  human  sympathy.  Poverty  is  no 
sweetener  of  a  man's  disposition.  I  knew  a  lad 
once — like  this  one,  fighting  his  own  poor,  soli- 
tary way — so  forlorn  and  desolate  that  he  was 
ready  to  give  up  and  sink  to  the  lowest  depths  of 
des])air.     A  few  words  of  praise  and  cheer  saved 
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him — made  a  man  of  him.  Think,  Mr.  Levis ; 
would  there  be  an}^  nobler,  any  more  Christlike 
work  than  to  help  such  a  struggling  soul?" 

There  was  no  answer.  Levis  lay  with  averted 
face,  watching  the  swimmers,  and  the  self-dis- 
trust that  paralyzed  so  many  of  the  little  pro- 
fessor's most  anxious  efforts  rolled  back  upon 
him  in  full  tide.  He  dreaded  to  hear  the  jest 
that  he  felt  was  quivering  on  that  merry  tongue, 
and  turning  quietly  aAvay  he  resumed  his  solitary 
walk. 


CHAPTEE  VI 
barracks'  courtesies 

The  swimmers  splashed  their  way  to  the 
shore,  one  after  another,  and  trooped  up  the  bank 
to  sit  around  Levis  and  finish  minor  details  of 
toilet. 

"  AVhat  did  Pin  say  to  you  ? "  asked  George 
Dacres,  emptying  the  gravel  out  of  his  shoes. 

"  He  stepped  on  my  feet.  I  asked  him  who  he 
was  walking  on  and  he  said,  '  No,  thank  you,' '' 
said  Levis,  surveying  his  questioner  Avith  half- 
closed  eyes. 

"Yay — ay — ay,"  rose  a  cry  of  derision,  "he 
had  to  step  somewhere." 

"  And  then  he  made  remarks  about  struggling 
for  one's  life.  I  guess  he  saw  George  here  catch- 
ing crabs." 

''  Umph,"  muttered  Dacres.  He  was  an  awk- 
ward swimmer  and  he  knew  it. 

Brams,  the  last  to  leave  the  water,  joined  them, 
pulling  on  his  coat. 

''Here's  No.  19  coming  down  the  road,"  he 
observed.  "  Suppose  we  give  him  a  lesson  in 
manners."  There  was  a  prompt  yell  of  assent 
and  general  uprising. 

''  0.  Brams  on   etiquette,"  said   Levis,  rolling 
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lazily  over,  ''  twenty  difFcrent  l)o\vs  for  a  quarter, 
and  manners  mended  while  you  wait." 

"  Hurry  up,"  said  Brams,  poking  him  with  his 
foot. 

''  Huny  down,"  said  Levis,  seizing  the  foot  and 
drawino^  it  toward  him.  There  was  an  immedi- 
ate  and  lively  scuffle,  which  Muffler  danced  about 
anxious  to  participate  in,  but  divided  betw^een  a 
desire  to  join  his  chum  and  a  know^ledge  that  the 
other  man  was  already  overmatched. 

Meantime  Goodwin  forded  the  stream  unmo- 
lested. He  heard  the  laughter  of  the  students, 
and  jealously  imagining  himself  the  cause  hur- 
ried out  of  their  sight.  He  was  on  his  w^ay  to 
visit  the  two  men  whose  names  Professor  Pinley 
had  given  him. 

Mr.  Farnsworth,  on  whom  he  called  first,  re- 
ceived him  pleasantly  and  said  that  though  he 
did  not  then  need  any  extra  help,  he  might  do  so 
later  in  the  fall,  and  would  keep  Eobert  in  mind. 
Slight  as  this  encouragement  w^as,  it  was  the  most 
that  Robert  received  in  a  search  that  took  all  his 
spare  time  for  several  days. 

Mr.  Pinley  had  evidently  been  misUiken  in  his 
supposition  that  employment  could  be  easily  ob- 
tained in  the  neighborhood  of  Meridien. 

The  second  person  to  whom  Mr.  Pinley  had 
directed  him,  was  absent,  but  his  wife  asked 
Robert  a  good  many  questions;  among  othei'S, 
"  An^  von  a  Methodist?" 
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Robert  answered  "  No." 

"  A  Baptist  ?  " 

"  No." 

'^  Presbyterian  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  a  member  of  any  church,"  said 
Robert,  shortly. 

"  AVell,  you  ought  to  be,"  said  the  questioner, 
with  decided  reproof  in  her  tones.  She  added, 
severely,  "The  way  of  the  transgressor  is  hard." 
The  woman  made  him  think  of  Mrs.  Britton  and 
he  Avas  not  sorry  when  she  said  at  last  that  she 
did  not  think  her  husband  had  any  work  for 
him. 

An  experience  on  the  third  afternoon  of  his 
search  made  him  give  up  the  quest  for  a  time  in 
despair.  He  approached  a  man  who  was  smoking 
a  short,  black  pipe,  and  asked  the  stereotjqDcd 
question,  "  Did  he  know  of  any  one  who  would 
hire  a  hand  to  do  chores  for  his  board." 

The  man  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke  almost  in 
Goodwin's  face  and  answered  curtly,  "Yes,  I 
would  ;  but  I  don't  want  a  tramp." 

Goodwin,  keeping  his  temper  with  an  effort, 
explained  that  he  was  attending  school  at  Me- 
ridien. 

"  Do  they  take  such  scarecrows  as  you  at  the 
academy  ?  "  said  the  man,  with  a  coarse  laugh. 
"  Here,  come  back  and  tell  us  what  you  can  do." 

The  youth  hesitated  ;  his  hot  blood  boiled  at 
the  offensive  manner,  but  he  felt  that  he  could 
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not  alFoi'd  to  neglect  any  cluince,  and  at  a  second 
suniinons,  a  trifle  more  civil  in  tone,  he  returned. 

''I've  spent  most  of  my  life  on  a  farm,"  he 
said,  ''and  .the  last  two  years  with  one  man,"  of- 
fering the  letter  of  recommen(hition  which  Mr. 
Britton  had  given  him.     The  man  waved  it  aside. 

"  Pshaw  !  I  've  got  no  use  for  that.  You  can 
write  'em  l)y  the  bushel  and  sign  'em  any  name 
you  want  to.  Let 's  see  how  you  work.  Here  's 
the  water  to  be  pumped  for  the  stock,  and  yon- 
der is  the  stable  to  be  cleaned.  Pitch  in,  and  if 
you  do  a  good  job,  I  '11  give  you  your  supper  and 
talk  business." 

Goodwin  stepped  at  once  to  the  pump,  Avhich 
was  the  hardest  machine  of  its  kiud  he  had  ever 
taken  hold  of.  A  smile  on  the  man's  face  made 
him  suspicious,  but  he  filled  the  troughs  and  then 
asked  for  a  pair  of  overalls  to  wear  while  he 
cleaned  the  stables. 

"Overalls  nothin'!"  was  the  insolent  reply. 
"  What 's  the  matter  with  the  old  duds  you  've 
got  on  ?  " 

Eobert's  suspicion  became  a  certainty.  The 
s})eaker  was  simply  scheming  to  get  a  couple  of 
un])leasant  jobs  off  his  hands;  he  might  or  he 
might  not  give  the  supper  in  return  ;  at  the  most, 
that  would  1)0  all.  Even  if  he  were  sincere  in 
declaring  that  Ik^  needed  helj),  (loodwin  felt  that 
ten  dollars  a  day  wcndd  be  no  inducement  to  take 
service  under  such  a  brute. 
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The  troughs  he  had  filled  were  large  and  fur^ 
nished  at  each  end  with  a  plug  to  let  off  surplus 
Avater  when  it  became  necessary  to  clean  them. 
Goodwin  snatched  out  the  plugs,  threw  them 
with  all  his  force  across  the  barnyard  and  fied, 
pursued  by  a  veritable  howl  of  rage. 

Footsore  and  discouraged,  he  made  his  way 
back  toward  Meridien.  When  he  reached  the 
hills  that  led  down  to  the  little  river,  the  great 
red  mass  of  the  Barracks  rose  to  view.  Severe 
yet  kind  it  seemed  ;  a  certain  homely  grandeur 
in  its  very  size  as  it  stood  in  bold  relief  against 
the  sunset  sky.  As  it  had  stirred  Professor  Pin- 
ley's  heart  it  now  affected  Goodwin.  His  spirit, 
embittered  by  long  desire  and  long  denial,  learned 
a  new  emotion — the  homeless  fellow  thought  of 
the  old  dormitory  as  home. 

A  foothold  there  at  least  was  his.  "  And  if  I 
can't  get  work,  I  '11  live  on  corn  and  w^ater  be- 
fore I'll  give  up  now."  He  set  his  shoulders 
proudly  back,  resolute  to  face  Fate  at  her  worst. 

The  long  halls  of  the  dormitory  were  deserted ; 
but  from  the  rooms  occupied  by  students  who  did 
their  own  cooking  floated  the  smell  of  food  pre- 
pared in  the  usual  hasty,  unhealthy  bachelor  way 
— by  the  aid  of  the  frying-pan.  Some  of  the  in- 
mates, who  boarded  outside,  had  returned  from 
their  evening  meal ;  the  violin  was  again  in 
evidence,  supplemented  by  a  flute  and  a  jew's- 
harp. 
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Goodwin  unlocked  his  door  to  stand  aghast  on 
the  threshohl. 

The  room  was  in  utter  confusion.  The  rusty 
stove  had  been  turned  upside  down ;  everything* 
movable  about  it — stovepipe,  legs  and  lids  had 
disappeared.  Near  by,  the  lamp  lay  overturned 
with  a  broken  chimney.  The  table  was  gone ; 
the  bedclothes  from  the  bed ;  the  old  valise  with 
his  few  extra  garments.  The  bed  itself  had  been 
torn  open  and  the  straw  was  scattered  over  the 
floor. 

Added  to  his  ill-success  and  the  insolent  treat- 
ment so  recently  received,  it  was  more  than 
Itobert  could  bear.  He  flung  himself  furiously 
from  the  room  against  some  one  who  was  just  on 
the  point  of  entering. 

"Dear  me,  Mr.  Goodwin,"  said  Professor  Pin- 
ley,  recoiling,  "what  is  the  matter?" 

Goodwin  did  not  answer.  He  could  not.  The 
l)rofessor  glanced  past  him  into  the  disordered 
room. 

"This  is  outrageous,"  he  said,  and  became 
another  man  as  he  spoke.  "Have  you  any  idea 
who  did  it?" 

Still  unable  to  speak,  Goodwin  pointed  to  the 
door  next  his  own.  The  professor's  face  fell. 
He  entered  the  room  and  made  a  close  exam- 
ination; the  one  window  was  fastened  down, 
tliere  was  no  transom  over  the  door.  On  the 
lloor   near    the    foot  of    the  bedstead  he  picked 
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up  a  [)eiikiufe  with  a  name  scratched  on  the 
handle. 

''  I  did  not  think  it  of  him,"  said  the  professor 
to  himself,  ''  I  did  not  think  this — of  him." 

He  left  the  room  with  the  knife  in  his  hand^ 
and  passing  Goodwin,  who  still  leaned  Avhite  and 
rigid  against  the  wall,  knocked  sharply  at  the 
neighboring  door. 

Levis  sat  with  his  feet  on  the  window-sill,  read- 
ing.    At  sound  of  the  rap,  he  cried,  ''Come  in." 

''I  want  you,  Mr.  Levis,"  said  Professor  Pin- 
ley,  and  Homer's  feet  struck  the  floor  with  a  sur- 
prised *bang.     ''This  way,  please." 

Goodwin  had  preceded  them  and  stood  in  the 
middle  of  his  floor.  A  tiger's  fury  was  in  the 
look  he  gave  Levis,  who  surveyed  the  disorder,  at 
first  half  inclined  to  smile,  but  Goodwin's  face 
turned  him  suddenly  serious. 

"  This  is  certainly  spread  on  too  thick.  It  is 
none  of  my  doing,  professor." 

AVithout  a  word  Mr.  Pinley  held  out  toward 
him  the  knife  he  had  found. 

"That's  mine,"  said  Levis,  surprised.  His 
hand  involuntarily  sought  his  pocket,  "  but  I  lent 
it  to" —  He  stopped,  reddening  to  his  fair  hair. 
Goodwin  burst  into  a  loud,  scornful  laugh. 

Levis  glanced  at  him  and  turned  to  the  teacher. 
"  On  my  honor,  Professor  Pinley,  I  had  nothing 
to  do  with  this." 

Mr.    Pinley  looked   steadily  up  at  Levis  and 
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Levis  looked  steadily  down  at  liiin.  Then  with  a 
bow  that  was  almost  courtly  the  little  man  laid 
the  knife  in  its  owner's  hand,  stepped  out  into 
the  corridor  and  blew  a  small  silver  whistle. 

j\[usic,  conversation  and  song  ceased  at  once 
throughout  the  Barracks.  The  professor  whistled 
again,  and  a  crowd  of  wondering  faces  looked 
over  the  raililig  from  the  halls  above  and  below. 

''Gentlemen,"  said  the  little  man,  his  voice 
ringing  from  story  to  story,  "I  assisted  Mr. 
Innis,  the  locksmith,  during  vacation  to  straighten 
up  his  books  and  found  there  six  entries  of  keys . 
made  for  the  dormitory — one  of  them  a  pass-key. 
]\Ir.  Goodwin  is  going  home  with  me  to  supper. 
When  we  return,  I  shall  expect  to  find  his  room 
in  perfect  order,  and  that  key  on  the  table. 
Good-evening,  gentlemen." 

Beckoning  Goodwin  to  follow,  he  made  his 
way  with  unaccustomed  dignity  through  the 
lines  of  astonished  students.  AVhen  the  great 
lower  doors  clanged  behind  the  pair,  there  was  a 
general  move  toward  Goodwin's  room,  but  it 
was  found  to  be  closed,  and  the  halls  were 
presently  cleared  again. 

Then  Levis,  who  had  remained  in  his  own  door- 
way, spoke  to  Brams  in  the  one  opi)osite. 

^'Well,  Charley,  you  VI  better  begin  to  hustle." 

"Me  hustle?"  said  I'rams,  with  an  air  of  sur- 
prise ;  "  I  do  n't  know  anything  about  the  affair. 
Do  you?" 
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"I  know  when  I  run  up  against  a  wall  whether 
it 's  three  feet  high  or  twenty.     Do  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  let  little  Pin  blow,"  said  Branis,  coming 
out  to  sit  on  the  balustrade;  ''he  can't  prove  any- 
thing." 

''He  can  prove  that  key." 

"  You  've  got  one  yourself." 

"  It  was  n't  made  here  and  I  've  only  nsed  it  on 
my  own  door  and  yours."  Levis  reentered  his 
own  room. 

A  sibilant  whisper  sounded  from  somewhere 
in  the  upper  hall.  With  a  grimace  Brams 
mounted  the  stairs  and  paused  under  a  trap-door 
in  the  ceiling.  The  trap  was  partly  open  and 
from  the  darkness  above  some  one  inquired 
sheepishly,  "  Well,  what 's  the  word  ?  " 

"  Throw  'em  down,  Joe.     Bother  little  Pin  ! " 

One  by  one  the  missing  articles  were  lowered 
to  Brams'  hands.  Last  of  all,  Joe  Muffler,  covered 
with  cobwebs,  swung  down  to  the  balustrade  and 
thence  to  the  floor.  He  dusted  himself  off,  looked 
from  the  array  to  Brams  and  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

"  It  does  n't  seem  so  funny  as  it  did,  eh,  Char- 
ley? Hello,  here  comes  the  philosopher;  we 
must  give  him  a  lift  first." 

"  Forgot  his  key,  has  he  ?  "  said  Brams.  "  He  's 
turning  his  pockets  inside  out." 

"That's  it,"  said  Muffler,  leaning  over  the 
railing   with   an    amused   face.     "  Twice   a   day 


BAM  HACKS'    COURTESIES  65 

regularly  the  iirst  live  days  of  the  terih  and 
six  times  a  week  afterward.  Lost  anything', 
Frank  ?  " 

"I'm  afraid,  Joe"— the  philosopher  gave  his 
coat-tails  a  final  anxious  examination,  ''  that  I  've 
—yes,  I  have— left  my  key  inside.  AVhat  's  the 
matter  here,  boys  ?     A  fire  ?  " 

"Worse;  a  fool— two  of  'em.  AYant  a  boost, 
Frank  ?  " 

"It  doesn't  pay,"  said  AVillis,  as  he  compre- 
hended the  meaning  of  the  collection.  "Xo, 
boys,  it  does  not  pay.     Ah,  yes,  Joe ;  thanks." 

With  the  ease  of  long  practice  and  strong 
muscles,  Mufiler  lifted  his  friend  toward  the 
transom  througli  which  the  philosopher  quickly 
squirmed. 

"  It 's  well  he  's  thin,"  said  Levis,  who  had 
followed  him  up  tlie  stairs  and  was  observing  the 
proceedings  with  a  grin.  "  It  would  be  a  close 
fit  for  any  of  us.  Which  of  you  two  idiots 
started  this  circus  ?  " 

"Don't  you  wish  you  knew,"  said  JMufller, 
gathering  up  an  armful  of  bedclothes.  "  There, 
Charley,  Frank  might  liave  used  your  key." 

"No  he  might  n^t.  I  don't  want  everybody 
to  know  I  've  got  one." 

"  Vou  woirt  liavc  it  long,"  said  Levis;  ^Mnd 
next  tiiiK^  ns(^  your  own  knife." 

With  his  assistance  ArulIIer  began  to  rearranoi^ 
the    disor(U're(l    room.     Urams    Um'suivIv    carried 
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back -one  or  two  articles,  but  though  he  was 
ready  enough  to  originate  mischief,  reparation 
was  little  in  his  line.  Whatever  Muffler  did, 
however,  was  usually  pretty  thoroughly  done. 


CHAPTER  VII 

barracks'   COURTESIKS — CONTINUED 

Just  before  leaving  the  Barracks  Mr.  Pinley 
looked  at  his  watch,  and  once  outside  he  struck 
into  a  brisk  Avalk. 

"I  have  an  errand  at  the  factory,"  he  ex- 
plained. "  By  hurrying  we  can  get  there  before 
the  whistle  blows.  You  have  been  badly 
treated,  Mr.  Goodwin,"  when  Robert  continued 
gloomily  silent,  "  but  try  to  think  of  it  as  a  jest 
—a  rough  one,  indeed ;  young  men  are  careless 
of  the  boundary  between  innocent  and  injurious 
.fun." 

"  He  lied,"  said  Goodwin,  his  voice  thick  with 
anger.  "That  fellow  Levis  lied.  No  one  else 
lias  treated  me  as  he  did— that  very  first  day- 
like  a  dog."     Wrath  choked  him. 

"Levis  has  faults  enough;  many  and  grave 
ones.  Believe  me,  lying  is  not  one  of  tiiem. 
Besides,  I  have  reasons  to  suspect  some  one  else. 
No,  Mr.  Goodwin,  I  cannot  tell  you  wliom  I  sus- 
pect. If  full  reparation  is  not  made,  the  guilty 
party  shall  be  punished,  but  I  do  not  accuse  one 
student  to  another." 

The  justice  of  this  last  declaration  appealed  to 
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Robert.  Justice  was  his  God.  He  made  a  des- 
perate effort  to  control  his  furious  resentment, 
and  when  Mr.  Tiniey  asked  about  liis  afternoon's 
expedition  was  able  to  answer  him  coherently. 

The  factor}"  and  machine  shops  lay  off  at  one 
side  of  the  town.  The  whistle  for  closing  blew 
before  they  reached  it,  and  soon  the  workmen 
came  streaming  out  of  the  gate,  many  of  them, 
alas  !  disappearing  within  a  saloon  that  stood  on 
the  nearest  corner.  The  professor  quickened  his 
steps,  scrutinizing  each  group  in  turn,  and  fairly 
dragged  Goodwin  after  him  as  he  hurried  through 
the  grimy  yard. 

In  the  door  of  one  of  the  shops  a  workman 
was  taking  off  his  leather  apron.  Robert  heard 
his  companion  breathe  a  sigh  of  relief. 

"Just  in  time,  Mr.  Goodwin.  This  is  my 
landlord,  Mr.  Woodrow.  I  am  no  judge  of  fish, 
Mr.  Goodwin,  and  Avhen  I  want  one,  as  I  do  to- 
morrow for  breakfast,  I  stop  for  Mr.  Woodrow 
to  go  round  to  the  fish-market  with  me  and  help 
pick  it  out." 

"  That 's  the  way  with  these  teachers,"  the 
workman  laughed,  apparently  not  ill-pleased. 
"When  it  comes  to  anything  but  books  they 
have  to  fall  back  on  us  workada}"  fellows." 

The  man  led  them  out  through  a  gate  opposite 
to  that  by  which  they  had  entered,  still  joking 
in  a  free-and-easy  way  with  the  professor,  who 
seemed  at  no  loss  for  replies.     After  the  fish  was 
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purchased  and  they  approached  the  machinist's 
home,  a  woman,  who  stood  at  the  gate,  looking 
anxiously  in  the  other  direction,  hurried  into  the 
house,  and  they  heard  her  singing  as  she  moved 
about  the  kitchen. 

''Poor  soul,"  said  the  professor  to  Goodwin, 
"  her  dread  is  over  for  to-day.  My  landlord,  Mr. 
Goodwin,  is  always  greatly  tempted  on  pay-day. 
He  cannot  pass  the  saloon  where  his  companions 
are  drinking  without  joining  them." 

"  Cannot !  "  said  Goodwin,  scornfully.  "  Will 
not,  you  mean." 

"That  is  our  judgment,"  said  the  little  man, 
mildly.  "  It  may  be  just ;  it  may  not  be  merci- 
ful/^ ^ 

"A  man  is  surely  master  of  his  own  will,"  per- 
sisted Goodwin. 

''Xever  but  one  man,  perfectly,  in  all  the 
world,  Mr.  Goodwin — the  God-man,  Christ.  Our 
Avills  too  often  master  us,  and  some  of  us  become 
the  veriest  slaves." 

Goodwin  did  not  greatly  enjoy  the  supper.  It 
was  fairly  well-cooked,  but  the  cloth  was  not 
overclean,  and  the  machinist's  rough  humor 
grated  on  him.  He  wondered  how  Mr.  Pinley 
had  patience  with  it  and  why  the  little  man 
should  choose  such  an  unattractiv^e  part  of  town 
and  such  a  family  to  board  with  ;  the  husband 
given  to  liquor,  the  wife  untidy,  tlu^  children 
numerous  and  noisy.     He  decided  it  must  be  for 
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the  sake  of  economy,  and  would  have  been  sur- 
prised had  he  known  what  the  professor  paid  for 
these  uncongenial  surroundings. 

Robert  understood  sacrifices  of  a  certain  sort — 
the  yielding  of  pleasure  and  even  comfort  to  one 
absorbing  aim ;  the  surrender  of  person  to  pur- 
pose when  aim  and  purpose  were  both  selfish. 
Of  a  higher  type  of  self-denial  he  knew  nothing. 
It  certainly  never  entered  his  head  that  he  ought 
to  put  aside  the  thought  of  his  own  troubles  for 
the  sake  of  the  family  at  whose  table  he  was  a 
guest. 

So  he  remained  absorbed  in  gloomy  reflection, 
and  his  silence  at  last  aroused  the  self-distrust  of 
the  little  professor,  who,  when  they  were  alone 
together,  gradually  grew  constrained  and  shy. 

However,  on  the  subject  of  his  studies  Robert 
talked  more  freely.  Mr.  Pinley  supplemented 
Mr.  ISTeedham's  cursory  examination  by  a  more 
thorough  one  of  his  own,  and  was  surprised  to 
find  how  much  the  lad  had  accomplished  by  his 
own  unaided  zeal.  With  a  little  doubling  on 
one  or  two  branches,  the  professor  felt  that  his 
young  friend  could  take  up  the  work  of  the 
senior  year,  and  joy,  for  a  moment,  shone  through 
the  gloom  on  Robert's  face. 

''But  you  will  need  additional  books,  Mr. 
Goodwin.  Some  of  yours  do  not  cover  the 
ground  as  later  editions  and  different  authors  do. 
If  you  will  accept  the  loan  " 
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Goodwin  interrupted  him,  lifting  his  head 
high.  "  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  think  I  can  man- 
age. I  will  get  the  two  that  I  do  not  have  and 
make  the  others  do  for  the  present." 

It  was  quite  late  when  the  two  returned  to  the 
Barracks,  where  they  found  everything  in  its 
place  in  Goodwin's  room ;  even  the  lamp  had  a 
new  chimney. 

But  there  was  no  key  on  the  table.  When 
Professor  Pinley  noticed  this  omission,  his  lips 
tightened. 

He  instantly  quitted  the  room  and  knocked  at 
a  door  on  the  right.  One  behind  him  opened  an 
inch  or  two  very  cautiously,  and  two  pairs  of 
eyes  appeared  at  the  crack,  one  pair  about  five 
inches  below  the  other. 

"  ]\rr.  Brams,"  said  the  professor,  as  the  tall 
student  answered  his  knock,  ''I  want  that  pass- 
key." 

"  What  pass-key  ?  "  demanded  Brams,  lifting  his 
brows  in  scowling  insolence. 

The  professor  merely  looked  at  hint. 

Brams  lowered  his  brows  and  his  voice  to- 
gether„    "  I  believe  Levis  has  one,"  he  whispered. 

''  I  want  the  one  Innis  made  for  y6)?^,"  said  the 
little  man.  Brams  scowled  harder  than  ever. 
The  professor  did  not  move  a  muscle,  and  the 
key  was  dropped  into  his  outstretched  hand. 

•Mr.  Pinlc}^  bowed  quietly,  stopped  to  say 
good-night  to  Goodwin,  and  reached  the  lower 
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hall  just  as  something"  dark  and  furry  darted  out 
of  a  half-open  door  with  a  student  in  hot  pursuit. 
The  creature  making  straight  for  his  legs,  the 
professor  involuntaril}^  jumped,  but  finding  him- 
self taken  for  a  tree,  laughed  and  hailed  his  as- 
sailant as  "  Procyon  lotor." 

"  No,  sir,  it 's  only  Joe  Muffler's  'coon,"  panted 
the  pursuer.  ''  He  's  been  in  my  cupboard.  What 
have  you  got  there.  Tip,  you  scamp  ?  " 

It  was  a  piece  of  meat,  which  the  student  threw 
out-of-doors.  "If  we  let  him  keep  what  lie 
steals,  he'll  steal  all  the  more.  You  varmint! 
I  'd  like  to  take  your  head  off  " — 

This  sotto  voce^  for  Muffler  was  already  half- 
way down  the  stairs,  shouting,  "  Let  him  alone. 
Hurt  him  if  you  dare.  I  '11  pay  for  the  dam- 
age." 

"He  is  a  very  interesting  little  thief,"  said 
Mr.  Pinley,  releasing  his  watch-chain  from  Tip's 
coaxing  claws.  He  stroked  the  'coon,  and  stroked 
himself  into  Muffler's  favor  at  once. 

Meantime,  Levis  was  making  brief  calls  at  each 
room  in  the  third  story,  and  Muffler  only  waited 
for  the  professor  to  depart,  before  making  a  se- 
ries of  similar  visits  down-stairs.  Lastly  the 
second  story  was  visited,  and  Avhen  the  dormi- 
tory Avas  all  astir,  the  two  conspirators  sum- 
moned Brams  to  his  door  by  a  gentle  knock. 
When  he  appeared,  they  said  in  solemn  unison, 
"  Mr.  Brams,  I  want  that  pass-key." 


MR.  BRAMS,  MR.  BRAMS,  BRAMS,  BRAMS!" 
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"  Get  out !  "  said  Brams,  slamming  the  door  in 
their  faces. 

He  was  wise  enough  not  to  answer  any  more 
raps,'  though  they  began  coming  thick  and  fast. 
Tiien  in  rapid  succession  a  dozen  heads  appeared 
at  the  transom  with  the  same  request.  When  he 
buttoned  that  securely  down,  demand,  entreaty, 
])ersuasion,  couched  in  the  same  four  words,  were 
fired  at  him  through  the  keyhole.  As  the  ten 
o'clock  bell  sounded,  almost  the  entire  Barracks 
contingent  assembled  in  the  corridor,  unitedly 
and  vociferously  remarking,  "  Mr.  Brams,  Mr. 
]jrams,  ]\Ir.  Brams,  Brams,  Brams,  Brams,  I  want 
—want— want— want  that— PASS-KEY  ! !  " 

''  It  's  a  little  hard  on  Charles,  I  confess,"  said 
Levis  when  he  and  Muffler  went  lauo-hino:  back  to 
their  room,  "  but  he  slips  out  of  most  things  and 
this  really  was  too  good  to  keep." 


CHAPTER  YIII 

THE   EPSILONS 

While  the  chapel  bell  was  ringing  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning,  the  doors  of  Eooms  .19  and  21 
opened  at  the  same  moment  and  their  occupants 
met  face  to  face. 

"  Good-morning,"  Levis  nodded,  cheerily. 

Goodwin  gave  him  a  sullen  look  and  attempted 
to  pass  without  speaking.  Instantly  the  giant 
set  his  back  against  the  wall  and  his  foot  on  the 
balustrade,  thus  blocking  the  passage. 

"  6^(96>(i-morning,"  he  said  again. 

Jle  did  not  care  whether  he  was  late  or  not 
so  he  could  anno}^  some  one  who  did  care,  Rob- 
ert thought  bitterly,  for  Levis,  with  his  folded 
arms  and  mischievous  eyes,  looked  ready  to  re- 
main an  indefinite  period.  Even  as  Robert  hesi- 
tated, however,  grudging  the  greeting  that  was 
evidently  demanded  as  the  price  of  his  passage, 
a  change  passed  over  Homer's  face  and  he  started 
up. 

"  Oh,  pshaw  !  But  you  might  answer  a  fellow 
when  he  speaks  to  you  civilly.  Honest,  I  had 
nothing  to  do  with  upsetting  your  room  last 
night.     Shake,  and  let 's  begin  over  again." 

Something  in  Goodwin  answered  with  a  quick 
74 
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throb  to  the  outstretched  liand  and  friendly 
smile,  but  sullen  resentment  thrust  itself  to  the 
fore. 

"  I  do  n't  believe  you,"  he  said,  fiercely.  "  Lie 
to  the  teachers  all  you  will ;  you  can't  fool  me." 

"All  right,"  said  Levis,  turning  on  his  heel. 
"  I  've  told  you  the  truth.  Take  it  or  leave  it  as 
you  please." 

Dr.  Farwell  came  from  his  study,  accompanied 
by  Professors  Needham  and  Pinley.  The  little 
man  had  made  the  doctor  an  early  visit,  feeling 
that  it  would  be  very  unwise  for  him  to  suggest 
a  change  in  Mr.  Needham's  appointments.  He 
had  every  confidence  in  Dr.  Farwell's  ability  to 
manage  the  matter  without  giving  offence,  nor 
was  he  mistaken. 

"  That  young  friend  of  yours  is  quite  a  bright 
fellow,  AYalter,"  the  doctor  began,  after  Mr. 
Xeedham  had  joined  them ;  not  at  all  as  if  Mr. 
Pinley  and  himself  had  been  talking  on  the  sub- 
ject for  half  an  hour.  "  I  overheard  him  trans- 
lating for  Professor  Greenough  yesterday,  and  it 
struck  me  that  he  knew  Virgil  by  heart." 

Mr.  Xeedham  replied  that  the  youth  certainly 
had  not  manifested  any  especial  ability  on  exami- 
nation. 

"  Very  likely.  A  raw  recruit,  so  to  speak,  and 
under  your  examination — why,  T  should  n't  enjoy 
one  of  your  tests  mj^self,  to  say  nothing  of  facing 
it  when  just  out  of  the  district  school." 
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"  We  must  keep  the  standard  high,"  said  Mr. 
Needham,  stroking  his  beard. 

"  True ;  but  not  hold  it  out  of  sight — not  out  of 
sight.  We  don't  want  to  do  the  lad  an  injustice 
because  he  had  '  stage  fright.'  I  have  a  half  hour 
free  this  morning  and  will  talk  with  him." 

"A  queer  customer,"  he  said  to  Mr.  Pinley, 
afterward,  ''  plenty  of  brains,  plenty  of  stubborn- 
ness ;  so  independent  that  he  is  actually  ugly. 
Yet  one  can't  help  respecting  his  sturdy  determi- 
nation to  fight  his  own  way.  I  told  him  to  try 
upper-class  work,  and  advised  him  to  use  the  li- 
brary freely.  That  will  help  him  in  the  matter 
of  text-books." 

At  first,  because  his  knowledge  was  confined 
to  a  few  books  and  because  of  his  stubborn  ad- 
herence to  authorities  more  or  less  antiquated, 
Goodwin  made  blunders  that  excited  the  ready 
ridicule  of  his  new  classmates.  Nevertheless,  he 
soon  showed  his  ability  to  keep  up  with  them. 

But  he  had  gained  a  reputation  for  churlish- 
ness and  ill  temper  at  the  start ;  a  reputation  he 
took  no  pains  to  change,  for  he  believed  his  pov- 
erty to  be  the  reason  of  his  unpopularity.  A 
little  thought  should  have  shown  him  mistaken. 
Many  other  students  did  their  own  cooking  and 
]:)racticed  all  the  small  economies  that  poor,  am- 
bitious lads  have  practiced  from  time  immemo- 
rial. Half  the  inmates  of  the  Barracks  were 
doing  it.     Meridien  had  been  founded  for  just 
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such  earnest  seekers  after  knowledge.  But  as 
Robert  avoided  his  schoohiiates,  regarding  them 
with  suspicion,  he  was  in  turn  avoided.  (3n  the 
lookout  for  slights,  he  received  them ;  expecting 
sneers,  he  heard  them. 

Curiously  enough,  the  force  of  his  resentment 
centered  itself  on  Homer  Levis.  From  the  mo- 
ment when  Levis  held  him  up  to  ridicule,  mock- 
ing at  his  futile  efforts  to  free  himself,  he  became 
to  Goodwin  the  personification  of  the  cruel, 
mocking  fate  that  seemed  to  block  and  bar  his 
way. 

Yet  if  he  did  more  than  usually  w^ell,  he  cov- 
ertly watched  to  see  if  Levis  noticed  it ;  if  he 
made  a  bad  mistake  he  watched  as  jealously  for 
the  sneer,  which,  truth  to  tell,  he  never  saw,  but 
which  he  continued  to  expect.  He  resented  the 
faintest  smile  on  the  giant's  face  more  than  all 
other  scoffs  combined. 

Mr.  Pinley  saw  the  mistake  that  his  protege 
was  making,  but  Robert  avoided  him  only  less 
than  he  avoided  his  schoolmates.  Still,  when  a 
desire  that  he  had  secretly  cherished  ever  since 
entering  the  school  gained  strength  from  his 
success  in  the  new  grade,  he  confided  it  to  the 
little  professor. 

The  Epsilon  was  a  literary  society,  composed 
mainly  of  seniors,  who,  however,  admitted  es- 
pecial favorites  from  the  other  classes.  A  fea- 
ture of  their  meetings  was  the  debate.     Goodwin 
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had  a  talent  for  this  form  of  literary  exercise. 
In  a  neighborhood  debating  society,  which  met 
in  a  schoolhouse  near  the  Britton  farm,  he  had 
won  several  rhetorical  victories. 

''  The  first  thing  to  be  done,''  said  Mr.  Pinley, 
when  Robert  had  made  known  his  wish,  "  is  to 
have  your  name  proposed  by  two  friends  who  are 
already  nlembers." 

''  I  have  n't  a  friend  in  the  schoof,"  w^as  the 
gloomy  answer. 

''  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  that,  Mr.  Good- 
win," said  the  little  professor.  ''I  thought, — 
that  is,  I  have  tried  " 

"  You  are  all  the  friend  I  have,  sir ;  and  I 
thought  perhaps  you  woyld  be  willing  to  propose 
me." 

Members  of  the  faculty  had  the  privilege  of 
occasionally  presenting  names ;  a  privilege  they 
seldom  used.  The  professor  heard  him  with  se- 
cret dismay.  He  knew  it  was  an  ordeal  for  him 
to  face  the  upper-class  men,  wdth  whom  his  ac- 
quaintance was  but  slight,  yet  he  knew  he  must 
not  seem  to  hesitate. 

"  I  will  be  your  sponsor,  certainly,  if  you  desire 
it.  But  the  society  is  a  little  jealous  of  its  priv- 
ileges, and  it  would  be  much  better  to  be  intro- 
duced by  your  fellow  students.  Is  there  really 
no  one " 

''No  one,"  interrupted  Robert,  doggedly,  as 
before. 
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When  the  oddly-assorted  pair  presented  them- 
selves at  the  door  of  the  Epsilon  hall,  Brams, 
acting  as  sergeant-at-arms,  planted  himself 
squarely  in  the  doorway. 

"  This  is  not  a  public  session,"  he  said,  with  po- 
lite insolence. 

"We  are  well  aware  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Pinley 
— Beams'  impertinence  increased  his  self-posses- 
sion—" but  you  admit  visitors  every  evening,  do 
you  not  ?     I  see  you  have  some  present  to-night." 

"  Friends  of  members ;  here  by  special  invita- 
tion," said  Brams,  glancing  back  over  his  shoul- 
der. Goodwin  took  advantage  of  the  moment's 
inattention  to  push  by  him,  the  professor  follow- 
ing. 

There  was  an  inclination  to  mirth  among  the 
Epsilons  as  the  homely,  awkward  little  teacher, 
and  the  gaunt,  uncouth,  shabby  student  were 
shown  to  prominent  seats.  The  president 
brought  his  mallet  into  hasty  requisition,  but 
even  he  controlled  his  face  with  an  effort.  Levis 
laughed  easily,  his  greatest  difficulty  as  presiding 
officer  being  to  preserve  his  dignity. 

At  sight  of  him  in  the  president's  chair,  Good- 
win's heart  sank.  Nevertheless,  he  had  gone  too 
far  to  retreat ;  he  folded  his  arms  grimly  and 
settled  himself  to  listen. 

The  debate  came  last.  By  the  time  it  began, 
Robert  had  forgotten  everything  but  his  interest 
in  the  proceedings.     Neither  speaker  chanced  to 
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be  well  prepared,  though  the  question  concerned 
one  of  the  living  issues  of  the  day.  As  was  cus- 
tomary, after  they  had  finished,  and  the  judges' 
decision  was  rendered,  the  question  was  thrown 
open  for  a  brief  general  discussion. 

No  one  seeming  inclined  to  begin,  Levis  called 
the  vice-president  to  the  chair,  made  a  bright, 
witty  speech  on  the  popular  side  of  the  question, 
and  returned  to  his  seat  amid  a  whirlwind  of  ap- 
plause. 

The  visitors  had  been  invited  to  take  part  in 
this  exercisCj  but  all  were  genuinely  surprised 
when  Goodwin  sprang  up  to  reply.  He  believed 
the  question  a  vital  one ;  to  hear  Levis  airily  dis- 
miss its  essential  truths  with  a  careless  jest, 
angered  him  past  expression.' 

His  gestures  were  awkward,  his  voice  not  al- 
ways under  control,  his  speech  frequently  un- 
grammatical,  but  there  Avas  real  eloquence  in  the 
sudden  rush  of  words — an  eloquence  that  con- 
quered him  an  attentive  hearing. 

Yet,  when  he  finished,  not  a  finger  was  raised 
in  applause.  He  had  said  gruffly  to  himself  that 
all  he  wanted  was  to  be  let  alone.  That  chilling 
silence  taught  him  better. 

I  think  that,  secretly,  he  had  believed  that  he 
possessed  one  talent  which  his  mates  must  re- 
spect. When  he  saw  even  this  fail  to  win  a 
shadow  of  approval,  the  lad's  stubborn  heart 
failed  him  for  the  first  time. 
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'  He  heard  the  president's  question,  ''Any  new 
names  to  be  presented  this  evening  ?  "  and  the 
little  professor  begin,  "  Mr.  President,  it  gives 
me  pleasure — I  am  glad — to  introduce — to  pro- 
pose the  name  of  Mr.  Robert  Goodwin.  Having 
already  listened  to  Goodwin,  I  think  you  will  be 
glad  to  welcome  him  among  you." 

Willis,  the  absent-minded,  rose  with  greater 
quickness  than  usually  characterized  his  move- 
ments. '^Mr.  President,"  he  said,  "I  move  we 
accept  the  gentleman's  name  by  acclamation." 

Levis  was  instantly  on  his  feet.  "  Will  some 
one  second  that  ? "  His  tone  was  more  like  a 
demand  than  a  question.  From  the  neighbor- 
hood of  the  door  came  an  emphatic  "  I  object." 

"  Object !  "  "  Object ! "  came  from  all  parts  of 
the  room,  followed  by  "  Ballot,"  "  Ballot." 

"  The  custom  in  such  cases,"  said  the  president, 
hesitating,  "  has  been  to  accept  by  acclamation." 

"  Ballot !  ballot !  "  was  repeated. 

'■'  Pass  the  ballot-box,"  said  Levis,  resuming  his 
seat,  and  Mr.  Pinley  knew  that  Goodwin's  fate 
was  sealed. 

When  the  vote  was  announced,  two-thirds  of 
the  members  voting  "  nay,"  the  little  man  rose, 
bowed  with  the  quaint  dignity  that  sometimes 
sat  so  well  on  him,  and,  touching  Robert  upon  the 
arm,  the  two  odd  figures  withdrew. 

There  were  a  few  winks  and  smiles,  there  was 
even  a  faint  hiss,  but  the  president's  mallet 
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drowned  that  with  a  blow  that  made  his  desk 
rattle.  He  gave  it  another  resounding  whack  at 
the  motion  to  adjourn,  and  said  impatiently,  as 
he  left  the  platform,  "  Well !  I  think  the  Epsi- 
lons  have  covered  themselves  with  glory  as  with 
a  mackintosh." 

"  That 's  my  private  opinion  publicly  ex- 
pressed," said  Muffler.  "  We  We  acted  like  a  lot 
of  first-class  idiots." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,  Joseph,"  said  Brams.  "  If 
the  faculty  are  going  to  dictate  whom  we  shall 
have  for  members  and  put  in  any  ruff-scuff  they 
choose,  we  may  as  well  burn  up  our  by-laws  and 
constitution." 

"  Charley  's  right,"  cried  several ;  "  it 's  uncon- 
stitutional." 

"It  isn't."  "It  is."  The  hubbub  became  one 
of  the  animated  discussions  of  society  laws  and 
precedents  which  are  interesting  only  to  those 
immediately  concerned. 

The  professor  and  Goodwin  parted  at  the  outer 
door.  Muttering  "  Good-night,"  Eobert  hurried 
toward  the  dormitory,  while  Mr.  Pinley  took  his 
solitary  way  down  street. 

He  suffered  almost  as  acutelj^  as  Goodwin. 
There  was  not  only  the  sting  of  his  own  rebuff  to 
bear,  but  he  also  believed  his  sponsorship  had 
helped  to  bring  about  the  disappointment. 

Is  it  any  wonder  that  he  thought  long  and 
sadly  of  his  alma  mater,  wondering  ancAV  why  he 
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had  been  torn  from  his  place,  made  his  own  by 
patient  effort,  and  set  down  here  where  he  could 
not  seem  to  win  even  a  foothokl  ?  It  was  a  ques- 
tion that  the  littl(3  j^rofessor  found  constantly 
l)eating  against  his  Christian  faith — AVhy  was 
Trevor  allowed  to  fall  ? 


CHAPTER  IX 

A    FKIENDLY    FRIEND 

Goodwin  went  back  and  forth  to  his  recita- 
tions as  usual  after  his  rejection  by  the  Epsilons, 
but  some  spring  seemed  to  have  given  way ;  his 
mind  was  dull,  his  thoughts  sluggish.  He  did 
not  know  it  himself,  but  he  was  falling  into  the 
clutches  of  Giant  Despair. 

Several  of  the  dwellers  in  the  Barracks,  notic- 
ing his  dejection,  and  half  ashamed  of  the  action 
of  the  Epsilons,  attempted  to  be  more  cordial. 
But,  as  Miner  said,  "  You  can't  stuff  yourself 
down  a  man's  throat  if  he  won't  open  his  mouth." 

•The  attempts  soon  ceased ;  all  save  one,  which 
succeeded  because  of  its  peculiarity. 

Robert  will  never  forget  the  afternoon  when 
hope  sent  its  first  ray  into  that  time  of  darkness ; 
never  forget  the  dawning  of  an  influence  that 
should  awaken,  arouse  and  cheer  him  as  nothing 
had  ever  done  before. 

He  sat  before  his  supper  of  crackers  and  water, 
too  downcast  and  dispirited  to  feel  hunger, 
meager  as  his  fare  was  most  of  the  time.  Doubt- 
less that  was  one  reason  for  his  depression.  "  A 
well-fed  man  is  half  saved."  But  what  of  the 
half -fed  man  ? 

84 
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A  visitor,  a  four-footed  one,  entered  by  way  of 
a  branch  that  touched  the  sill  of  the  open- win- 
dow. Tip  often  used  the  tree  as  a  ladder,  but  he 
had  never  visited  Goodwin  before. 

Robert  watched  him,  thankful  for  any  diver- 
sion. Tip  climbed  to  his  knee  and  thence  to  the 
table,  helped  himself  to  a  cracker  and  proceeded 
to  wash  it  in  the  cup  of  water.  Afterward,  at- 
tracted by  the  glitter  of  the  cup,  a  new  tin  one, 
he  pulled  it  from  the  table,  and  when  it  was 
taken  from  him,  went  prowling  about  the  room. 
Robert  saw  him  rolling  a  folded  pamper  under  his 
paws  near  the  door.  On  examination  it  proved 
to  be  a  note  addressed  to  himself. 

"  Dear  Goodwin,"  ran  the  fine,  neat  handwrit- 
ing, that  made  him  thiak  at  once  of  Professor 
Pinley,  "don't  'fash  '  yourself  over  those  idiotic 
Epsilons,  who  have  n't  the  sense  to  know  a  good 
thing  when  they  see  it.  It  is  in  your  power  to 
make  them  the  sorriest  crowd  that  ever  lost  the 
chance  of  chumming  with  a  man  who  is  bound 
to  be  famous  some  day.  That  speech  of  yours 
was  grand ;  better  than  grand — it  was  true,  and 
there  are  lots  of  the  boys  who  think  so,  only 
every  fellow  is  waiting  for  some  other  fellow  to 
say  it  first. 

"  I  do  n't  want  to  preach  to  you,  my  boy,  but 
there's  a  verse  in  a  good  old  Book  something 
like  this: 'A  man  that  hath  friends  must  show 
himself  friendly.' 
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"  Xow,  if  you  '11  only  try  to  realize  tliat  a  good 
many  of  us  are  in  the  same  fix  you  are — very 
little  money  and  our  own  way  to  make,  while 
precious  few  of  us  have  brains  like  yours  to  start 
with,  perhaps  we  could  be  more  sociable  all 
round. 

"  Changing  the  subject,  Mr.  Stevens,  the  hard- 
ware man,  wants  some  extra  help  for  a  few  days. 
He's  a  jolly  old  gentleman  and  will  treat  you 
fairly. 

"  Keep  up  courage.  '  He  who  never  tires,  tires 
adversity.'  Faithfully, 

''Amicus." 

"It's  a  hoax,"  said  Goodwin,  and  yet  he  felt 
that  it  was  not.  He  read  the  paper  a  second 
time.  Could  it  be  from  Professor  Pin,  hiding  his 
kindness  behind  this  boyish  mask  ?  For  surely 
no  one  else  in  Meridien  cared  enough  for  him  to 
take  the  trouble.  Or  ivas  it  a  hoax?  On  an  im- 
pulse he  dropped  Tip  out  of  the  window,  and 
went  by  a  long,  roundabout  way  to  the  hardware 
store,  watching  warily  for  grinning  faces  be- 
hind lamp-posts  or  corners. 

But  the  only  grin  he  saw  was  on  the  face  of 
Mr.  Stevens  himself,  as  it  emerged  from  the 
gloom  of  a  loft,  where  the  dealer  was  polishing 
up  some  stoves. 

"  Oho,  you  're  the  young  man  that 's  aching  to 
make  himself  useful.     Now  's  your  chance,"   he 


A  FRIENDLY  FRIEND  87 

called  down  the  ladder-like  steps.  "I  'm  going 
to  be  here  a  couple  of  .hours  longer.  You  can 
begin  work  right  away,  or  wait  till  morning." 

Robert  ran  up  the  steps,  taking  off  his  coat  as 
he  went. 

"  That's  something  like,"  said  Mr.  Stevens,  ap- 
provingly. "  You  '11  find  Dick's  overalls  in  the 
corner.  No  wonder  you  stand  pretty  high  in  the 
'cademy,  if  you  tackle  your  books  as  you  do  this 
job." 

"  Mr.  Stevens,  who  told  you  I  wanted  work  ?  " 
asked  Goodwin,  seeing  his  opportunity. 

"  Same  fellow  that  heard  me  say  I  wanted  help, 
likely.  He  seemed  to  be  a  pretty  good  friend  of 
yours." 

"  Was  he  a  small  man  ?  " 

"  Why,"  said  the  hardware  merchant,  his  eyes 
twinkling  in  a  very  smutty  face,  ''  if  you  stood 
him  up  'longside  of  Tom  Thumb,  I  expect  he  'd 
look  quite  a  giant." 

Plainly  he  had  been  asked  not  to  reveal  the 
identity  of  Goodwin's  friend,  but  those  twink- 
ling eyes,  Goodwin  thought,  told  the  secret. 

"  It  is  Professor  Pin,"  he  thought.  "  But  why 
should  he  do  it  in  such  a  queer  way  ?  " 

Reading  the  note  over  again  as  he  did  on 
his  return,  he  struck  upon  an  explanation  that 
partly  satisfied  him. 

"It  's  written  the  way  the  boys  talk.  I 
would  n't  have  believed  he  could  make  anything 
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sound  SO  like  a  youngster  if  I  had  not  heard  hmi 
joking  with  Woodrow.  lie  has  done  it  to  make 
me  believe  I  had  a  friend  among  the  students. 
The  dear  little  fellow  ! "  Goodwin^s  heart  had 
never  known  such  a  glow  of  feeling. 

Two  or  three  days  after,  he  found  a  second 
note,  almost  stepping  on  it  as  he  crossed  the 
threshold. 

It  began  with  the  sentence,  "  Stevens  says  that 
any  chap  that  goes  into  things  the  way  you  do  is 
bound  to  win  through,"  and  went  on  to  tell  the 
absurd  story  of  the  two  frogs  who  found  them- 
selves unexpectedly  in  a  milkman's  can.  Said 
the  first  frog,  ''Here  we  are;  shut  in  tight;  no 
possible  way  of  getting  out.  We  may  as  well 
drown  at  once,"  and  he  sank  to  the  bottom  like 
a  stone.  Said  the  second  frog,  ^'Yes,  here  Ave 
are.  There  certainly  does  not  seem  any  chance 
of  getting  out  that  I  can  see,  but  I  '11  keep  moving 
so  long  as  I  'm  alive."  And  when  the  milkman 
finally  opened  that  can,-  lo !  there  floated  the 
second  frog,  safe  and  sound  on  a  pat  of  butter  he 
had  churned  together  with  the  motion  of  his 
active  legs. 

The  story  is  probably  familiar  to  almost  every- 
body, but  Goodwin  had  never  heard  it,  and  1 
doubt  whether  he  had  ever  been  heard  to  laugh 
as  he  laughed  then. 

The  unusual  sound  startled  himself.  Muffler 
and    Levis    in    the    adjoining    room    stared   at 
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each  other,  and*  the  giant  went  to  the  door  to 
listen. 

''Has  19  got  a  fit?"  he  asked,  returning,  ''or 
has  some  rich  relation  died  and  left  him  a  mil- 
lion?" 

"  More  likely  it 's  Tip,"  said  Muffler,  to  whom 
the  'coon  Avas  humor  incarnate. 

When  Robert  next  met  Mr.  Pinlej^,  he  could 
not  forbear  saying,  "  That  frog  story  was  a  good 
one,  professor." 

"I  do — I  do  not  understand  you,  sir.  What 
frog  story  ?  "  stammered  the  little  man. 

It  flashed  upon  Eobert  that  if  the  professor 
wished  to  keep  the  authorship  of  the  Amicus  let- 
ters secret,  he  ought  to  be  humored.  And  that 
very  feeling  showed  the  beginning  of  a  change 
in  Robert  himself. 

It  stopped  the  explanation  on  his  lips.  "  I  beg 
your  pardon ;  it  was  a  story  I  read  and  enjoyed 
very  much."  Then  he  drew  back  into  his  old, 
gruff  silence.  Not  quite  so  gruff,  less  uncivil, 
never  forgetting  now  to  lift  his  hat  when  he  met 
Mr.  Pinley,  or  to  say,  "Good-morning,"  or 
"  Good-evening,"  as  the  case  might  be. 

The  first  two  notes  were  followed  by  others 
at  irregular  intervals,  each  cheerful,  funny, 
friendly  or  encouraging.  Robert  began  to  watch 
for  them  eagerly,  his  eyes  taking  a  downward 
glance  the  moment  he  opened  the  door.  Each 
bit  of  folded  paper  gave  him  a  genuine  throb  of 
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pleasure;  lie  felt  disappointed' when  he  found 
nothing. 

Sometimes  it  was  there  early  in  the  morning, 
sometimes  he  found  it  when  he  returned  from  rec- 
itation— slipped  under  the  door  and  lying  near 
the  threshold.  But  the  writer  seemed  to  Avear 
the  fairies'  fog-cap ;  there  was  never  any  other 
trace  of  him. 

Goodwin  worked  at  the  hardware  store  for 
several  days,  until  the  lad,  whose  place  he  sup- 
plied, had  recovered  from  a  brief  illness.  On  his 
way  thither,  one  afternoon,  he  found  himself  be- 
hind a  company  of  students  who  were  marching 
down  the  sidewalk,  three  abreast,  headed  by  the 
"  Big  Three."  They  were  singing  college  songs 
with  plenty  of  vim  and  no  little  melody.  Good- 
win slackened  his  pace  to  listen.  On  the  other 
side  of  the  street  he  saw  Professor  Pinley,  walk- 
ing slowly  with  his  arms  folded  behind  him,  and 
evidently  enjoying  the  music. 

A  drunken  man  came  reeling  out  of  an  alley 
and,  with  maudlin  cries  of  affection,  threw  both 
arms  about  the  professor.  He  was  much  larger 
and  heavier  than  Mr.  Pinley  and  the  attack  was 
so  sudden  that  both  men  fell. 

The  song  of  the  students  ended  in  a  shout  of 
laughter.  The  inebriate  held  the  little  teacher 
in  an  embrace  which  he  tearfully  declared  noth- 
ing but  death  should  loosen.  Goodwin  hurried 
across  the  street,  and,  after  a  prolonged  struggle, 
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succeeded  in  releasing  the  professor,  whose  coat 
was  badly  torn. 

''You  go  on,  sir,"  he  said,  now  occupied  in 
freeing  himself,  for  the  man  had  transferred  his 
embrace.     '•'  He  '11  let  go  in  a  moment." 

But  Mr.  Pinley  stooped  down  and  endeavored 
with  all  his  puny  strength  to  raise  the  prostrate 
man.  "Let  us  get  him  home  if  we  can,  Mr. 
Goodwin,"  he  said.     "  It  is  my  landlord." 

It  was  no  easy  task  to  guide  the  heavy,  besotted 
body  even  after  they  succeeded  in  getting  the 
machinist  on  his  feet.  ,  He  lurched  from  side  to 
side,  and  frequently  fell.  Anger  and  disgust 
filled  Goodwin ;  but  he  felt  as  indignant  with 
the  mocking  students  as  with  the  drunken  man. 

''  Oh,  what  is  the  use  ?  "  he  said,  impatiently, 
when,  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  in  as  many 
rods,  AYoodrow  rolled  on  the  pavement  to  the 
wild  hilarity  of  the  spectators.  "  A  night  in  the 
lockup  is  what  he  needs." 

"  For  the  sake  of  his  wife  and  children,"  said 
the  little  man,  resuming  his  efforts  with  undi- 
minished patience. 

Goodwin  bent  down  in  his  turn,  when  he  was 
unceremoniously  pushed  aside.  ''Let  me  get 
hold  of  him,"  said  a  voice  which  had  been  loud- 
est in  song  and  laughter.  "  Lend  a  hand  here, 
Joe.  I7p  with  you,  up.  Xow  where  do  you 
want  him,  professor  ?  " 

"This  way,  sir,  this  way — thank  you,"  said  the 
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little  man,  trotting  quickly  on  ahead,  quite  un- 
mindful of  his  torn  coat  and  crushed  hat,  while 
Levis  and  Muffler,  laughing  themselves  half  to 
pieces,  propelled  the  machinist  along  the  pave- 
ment behind  him  at  a  rapid  rate. 

Goodwin  continued  on  his  way  to  the  store, 
his  sullen  jealousy  of  Levis  kindled  anew.  "  Why 
did  n't  he  come  at  first  to  help  instead  of  stand- 
ing there  laughing  like  a  hyena  ?  Now  all  that 
Professor  Pinley  remembers  of  me  will  be  that  I 
wanted  him  to  let  the  man  alone." 

He  was  mistaken.  The  little  man  took  the 
first  opportunity  to  say,  "  I  thank  you  ver}^  much 
for  coming  to  my  assistance  so  promptly,  Mr. 
Goodwin.  It  was  not  an  easy  thing  to  do  under 
the  circumstances." 

The  answer  came  with  unwonted  feeling. 
"I  'd  be  glad  of  any  chance,  Mr.  Pinley,  to  show 
how  grateful  I  am  for  all  your  kindness." 

"  Not  at  all,  sir ;  do  n't  mention  it,"  said  the 
little  man,  plainly  disturbed.  After  a  moment 
his  self-possession  seemed  to  return ;  he  looked  up 
into  Robert's  face  smiling.  ''  Help  somebody  else, 
Mr.  Goodwin." 

The  smile  and  the  words  haunted  Robert  all 
day.  "  Help  somebody  else  !  I  look  like  it,  do  n't 
I  ?  "  thinking  of  his  bare  room,  his  almost  empty 
purse.  Yet  life  was  no  longer  quite  so  hard  and 
grim.     He  had  found  a  friend. 


CHAPTER  X 

SNIPE-HUNTING 

Mark  Thorpe,  formerly  of  Ansa  ITniversit}^ 
but  at  present  "  cramming  "  at  Meridien,  marched 
whistling  to  the  door  of  No.  19,  and  raised  his 
hand  to  rap.  Dacres  jumped  down  the  last  steps 
of  the  upper  stairway  and  caught  the  up-raised 
hand  with  a  blood-curdling  whisper. 

"  Fee,  fo,  fi,  f um,  I  smell  the  blood  of  an  Ansa 
man !  Preps  rush  in  where  seniors  dare  not 
tread.     Have  you  made  your  will  ?  " 

'^  Think  he  '11  take  my  head  clear  off  ?  "  asked 
Thorpe,  suspending  his  knock.  "  Best  T  Ve  got, 
you  know." 

'^Is  it  on  tight?"  Dacres  twisted  it  to  see  and 
an  impromptu  boxing-match  was  the  immediate 
result.  "  What  on  earth  brings  you  here,  any- 
how ?  " 

"  Why,  Pin  says  he  has  the  older  edition  of  this 
algebra  by  heart,  and  I  want  a  little  help." 

"Why  don't  Pin  help  you  himself?" 

"  He  ?  He 's  three  deep  in  preps  now,  and 
there 's  five  more  waiting  for  him  on  the  steps 
outside." 

"Well,  if  you  must,  you  must.      Vale!     Our 
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acquaintance  has  been  brief,  Tliorpus.  but  I  hope 
not  without  a  beneficial  effect  upon  thy  ver- 
dancy.    Ahis,  poor  Thorpus  ! 

'< '  If  so  soon  he  is  done  for, 

I  wonder  what  he  was  begun  for.*  '* 

Thorpe  chased  him  half-way  down  the  stairs 
and  ran  back  to  shake  his  fist  at  him  from  the 
window.  *The  Ansa  student  was  a  roguish  fel- 
low, full  of  pranks,  and  looked  upon  as  fair  game 
by  all  the  Barracks'  wits. 

Goodwin  was  idle  for  a  wonder;  and  if  his 
idleness  was  unusual,  it  was  less  so  than  the  train 
of  thought  passing  through  his  mind.  For  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  was  consciously  measur- 
ing himself  by  a  divine  standard.  "  A  man  that 
hath  friends  must  show  himself  friendly." 

Mr.  Pinley  had  conducted  devotional  exercises 
that  morning  in  chapel,  and  the  students  said 
tliat  ''  little  Pin  could  read  and  pray  better  than 
any  other  man  on  the  force — even  Prex." 

All  his  self-conscious  awkwardness  disap- 
l)eared ;  all  his  stammering  ceased  when  he 
opened  the  sacred  Book.  The  inspired  words 
were  uttered  with  an  earnest  tenderness  that 
made  itself  felt. 

''  A  man  that  hath  friends  must  show  himself 
friendly,  and  there  is  a  friend  that  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother." 

The  first  sentence  caught  Goodwin's  attention; 
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he  remembered  that  Amicus  had  quoted  it.  The 
little  professor  read  the  verse,  looking  gravely 
down  on  the  youthful  faces  before  him ;  read 
them  with  a  gentle  emphasis  on  the  last  words. 
These  were  not  iterating  themselves  over  in  Good- 
win's thought,  however.  The  divine  Friend 
seemed  far  off  to  the  lad,  only  just  learning  what 
human  friendship  meant. 

The  rap  at  his  door  made  him  start,  but  with 
"  must  show  himself  friendly  "  still  in  mind,  he 
went  to  the  door  and  opened  it — opened  it  wide. 

Thorpe,  prepared  for  a  gruff  reception,  felt  the 
difference.  "  O  Mr.  Goodwin,  Professor  Pinley 
is  very  busy,  and  said  he  thought  you  'd  be  will- 
ing to  give  me  a  little  help  as  you  had  finished 
this  book." 

"  Of  course ;  come  in."  Goodwin  was  sur- 
prised at  his  own  cordiality.  He  leaned  over 
Thorpe's  shoulder  as  the  latter  tufned  several 
leaves.  "  Stavey's ;  yes,  I  knoAv  him  pretty  well. 
Where  are  you  ?  " 

It  was  a  new  and  pleasant  experience .  to  find 
himself  accepted  and  looked  up  to  as  authority. 
Thorpe's  visits  became  quite  frequent.  Eobert 
lost  patience  with  him  often ;  there  was  not  the 
first  element  of  a  student  in  the  heedless  bo}^, 
Avho  scribbled  rhymes  on  the  margins  of  his 
books  and  had  to  have  the  same  processes  ex- 
phiined  over  and  over  again. 

"  A-ra-N-ra-S-ra-Ara  !  "  Twenty  times  a  day  his 
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college  yell  rang  through  the  dormitory.  He 
could  climb  like  a  cat ;  would  go  through  the 
transom  as  readily  as  enter  a  room  in  the  ortho- 
dox way,  and  divided  with  Tip  the  honor  of  be- 
ing the  Barracks'  torment. 

One  morning  a  figure  was  discovered  seated 
astride  the  comb  of  the  dormitory  roof,  with 
arms  jauntily  akimbo  and  hat  on  one  side. 

''  It  seems  to  me  those  brogans  are  just  about 
small  enough  for  you,  Charley,"  Miner  remarked 
to  Brams. 

"  When  you  want  your  new  hat  you  can  send 
up  a  kite  for  it,"  said  Brams  to  Miner. 

"And  I  rather  think  that  coat  belongs  in  21," 
said  Levis,  making  a  telescope  of  his  hands. 

A  search  party  made  its  way  to  the  roof 
through  the  trap-door,  and  the  effigy,  stripped  of 
its  borrowed  garments,  was  dumped  through  his 
transom  into  Thorpe's  room. 

"  This  Ansa  man  is  fatiguing,"  said  Levis. 
"  Can't  we  put  an  extinguisher  on  him  ?  " 

Therefore  it  was  not  by  accident  that  Dacres 
remarked  in  Thorpe's  hearing,  '^  It 's  the  dark  of 
the  moon  ;  a  famous  time  to  go  snipe-liunting  to- 
night." 

'^Hunt  'em  with  lanterns,  I  s'pose,"  said 
Thorpe,  laughing. 

"  Exactly."  Without  paying  any  attention  to 
him,  the  speakers  began  to  arrange  for  a  hunting 
party,  discussing  the  question  of  leaders  and  lo- 
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calities  with  great  animation.  Thorpe  listened 
curiously  for  awhile,  and  finallj^  interrupted  the 
discussion  with, 

"  How  on  earth  do  you  hunt  snipe  with  only  a 
bag  and  a  lantern  ?  " 

"  Do  n't  you  know  ?  "  said  Levis,  looking  down 
on  him  from  his  superior  height.  ''  I  thought 
Ansa  chaps  knew  everything." 

''  Well,  we  do  have  all  the  latest  discoveries  at 
Ansa,  but  there  are  some  things  that  country 
boys  have  a  better  chance  at  than  city  fellows ; 
likely  snipe-hunting  is  one  of  them.  You  're 
going  to  let  me  go  along,  are  n't  you  ?  " 

"-  He 's  never  got  sand  enough  for  a  snipe- 
hunt,"  said  Vance,  sotto  voce  to  Dacres. 

Nevertheless  Thorpe  heard  him.  Now  if  any- 
thing will  rouse  a  young  man,  it  is  the  insinua- 
tion that  he  hasn't  "sand."  At  once  Thorpe 
was  determined  to  join  the  hunters.  He  could 
walk  as  far  as  any  of  them,  he  did  not  care 
where  they  went  nor  how  dark  it  was ;  and  he 
begged  with  all  his  might  for  the  privilege  of 
holding  the  bag. 

''  There  goes  your  Latin  bell,  Mmrod  the 
Twoth,"  Dacres  interrupted,  and  Thorpe  bounded 
away  rehearsing  ''  Snipo,  snipi,  snipum."  When 
he  was  out  of  hearing  Levis  looked  round  at  the 
grinning  crowd  and  solemnly  winked. 

''  The  young  man  from  Ansa  wishes  to  go 
hunting,   does  he  ?     And  there  were   Merrick's 
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trousers,  George's  liat  and  inv  best  coat  playing 
scarecrow  on  the  Barracks'  roof,  besides  twenty- 
seven  ])airs  of  overshoes  all  mixed  up  last  Epsilon 
night,  when  it  was  raining  cats  and  dogs.  The 
young  man  from  Ansa  shall  go  a-hunting.  1  '11 
take  him  myself." 

With  Dacres  and  Miner  describing  the  sport 
and  A^ance  and  Levis  displaying  judicious  scorn, 
the  Ansa  student  was  worked  up  to  a  fine  pitch 
of  enthusiasm. 

"See  here,  Mark,"  said  Levis,  meeting  him  in 
the  hall,  "  you  've  promised  nearl}^  eYery  fellow 
in  the  building  snipe  for  breakfast.  How  many 
do  you  suppose  you  're  going  to  catch  ?  " 

"  Depends  on  the  bag,  does  n't  it  ?  How  many 
do  you  think  a  bag — a  tw^o-bushel  one — will 
hold?" 

"  Two  bushels,"  sneered  Levis.  "  You  '11  be 
lucky  for  a  green  hand  if  you  catch  two  dozen." 

"  I  '11  bag  as  many  as  any  other  fellow  could, 
see  if  I  don't,"  said  Thorpe,  bouncing  into  Good- 
win's room,  whither  he  was  bound. 

"  What  are  you  talking  about  ?  "  said  Goodwin, 
looking  up  in  surprise. 

"  Snipe-hunting.  We  're  going  to-night,  and 
Levis  is  poking  fun  at  me  because  I  'm  a  green 
hand.  But  I  '11  catch  as  many  as  he  could,  if  I 
stay  there  all  night." 

"  A^'ery  likely."  Even  the  mention  of  the 
giant's     name     roused    Robert    to     bitterness. 
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"  They  're  going  to  ivy  that  old  trick  on  you, 
are  they  ?  Levis  is  just  the  one  to  lead  in  such 
a  cheat/' 

Thorpe  could  hardly  believe  that  he  had  been 
hoaxed.  When  he  was  convinced  of  it,  however, 
he  bound  Goodwin  to  secrecy  and  joined  the 
others,  apparently  as  eager  as  ever  for  the  hunt. 

The  night  was  dark  and  cloudy,  but  the  three 
tiers  of  the  Barracks'  wn'ndows  glowed  brightly 
through  the  gloom.  Never,  even  when  its  den- 
izens were  regularly  and  rightfully  engaged,  vras 
the  old  dormitory  so  still  as  on  that  evening. 
There  w^as  an  occasional  cough  in  the  philoso- 
pher's room — one  unfortunate  with  the  toothache 
and  a  bandaged  face  traveled  painfully  with 
CaBsar  through  Gaul ;  most  of  the  lighted  win- 
dows winked  knowingly  after  their  ow^ners,  who 
stole  across  the  campus  and  took  a  short  cut  to 
the  creek. 

This  short  cut  led  them  across  the  rear  of 
Mrs.  Polly  Prince's  lot.  Towser  made  a  frantic 
charge  after  them,  and  Aunt  Polly  turned  on  the 
ever-ready  garden  hose.  The  snipe-hunters  tum- 
bled over  the  fence  in  lively  fashion  and  con- 
tinued on  their  Avay  without  further  let  or  hin- 
drance. 

Then  did  Aunt  Polly  retire  within,  on  mis- 
chief bent,  for  she  knew  the  bell  for  study-hours 
had  long  since  sounded.  She  penned  a  brief 
note,  which  she  presently  confided  to  a  neigh- 
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bor\s  sou  with  instructions  to  take  it  at  once  to 
Dr.  Farwell. 

JJrauis  and  JViiner,  who  loudly  proclaimed  their 
familiarity  with  all  kinds  of  "  snipe-sign,""  led  the 
way  in  a  long  tramp  down  the  river  bank.  They 
finally  agreed  as  to  the  plenitude  and  prevalence 
of  "  sign."  Thorpe  was  seated  on  a  convenient 
stone ;  instructed  just  how  to  hold  the  mouth  of 
the  bag,  and  just  how  far  to  put  the  lantern  be- 
fore it,  till  he  rebelled. 

"  Take  a  long  breath  now  and  prop  your  eye- 
lids open,"  said  Dacres.  "  Our  success  depends 
on  you." 

''And  no  monkey  shines,"  added  Levis.  ''I 
don't  propose  to  stumble  round  here  half  the 
night  for  nothing,  just  because  you  've  gone  to 
jumping  Jim  Crow." 

''Does  any  other  gentleman  desire  a  violent 
death  ?  "  demanded  Thorpe,  beginning  to  roll  up 
his  sleeves.  "  Reel  off  your  advice  quick ;  I 
do  n't  want  to  wash  my  hands  but  once." 

The  hunters  now  divided,  one  party  going 
north  and  the  other  south.  Each  hunter  car- 
ried a  couple  of  thin  pieces  of  w^ood,  which  he 
clattered  like  a  pair  of  castanets.  Thorpe 
waited  till  they  were  out  of  hearing,  when  his 
antics  would  have  done  credit  to  a  circus  clown. 

He  heard  them  returning.  "  They  '11  come 
back  once,  pretending  they  think  you  've  got 
some,"  Goodwin  had  advised  him.     Immediately 
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Thorpe  might  have  served  for  a  statue  of  the 
snipe-hunter,  so  niotiontess  was  he. 

''  Hallo,  Mark — how  many  ?  "  a  voice  hailed 
him  from  the  bushes. 

"  Five  million  and  a-half,"  Thorpe  responded, 
promptly. 

^'  O  pshaw !  Take  off  two  or  three.  Do  n't 
tell  a  lie  for  half-a-dozen  snipe." 

"Well,  come  and  look  for  yourselves  then. 
I  hate  folks  who  only  believe  what  they  see." 

Various  conjectures  as  to  their  poor  success 
were  hazarded ;  the  hunters  divided  into  three 
parties  and  started  out  on  what  they  declared 
would  be  a  longer  "  try,"  exhorting  Thorpe  to 
patience  as  they  left  him. 

The  Barracks  windows  winked  more  know- 
ingly than  ever  when  three  long  dark  lines  from 
different  points  of  the  compass  converged  at  the 
dormitory  steps  and  crowded,  jubilant,  into  the 
hall.  From  the  upper  story  three  very  distinct 
words  dropped  like   bombshells  into  their  midst. 

"  Here  's — your — snipe !  " 

A  menagerie  might  have  blushed  at  the  howl 
that  went  roaring  up  the  stairway  to  drown  the 
Ansa  yell,  and  divided  into  a  dozen  stentorian 
demands. 

"Who  told?" 

"  Aw — do  you  think  I  am  as  o;reen  as  I  look  ?  " 
said  Thorpe,  leaning  over  the  rail  to  make  a  hid- 
eous face. 
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Here  the  toothache  sufferer  appeared,  to  strike 
another  blow  at  the  snipe-hunters. 

'^  You  fellows  are  in  for  it — up  to  your  ears. 
Prex  has  been  here  and  he  knocked  at  every  door 
in  the  building." 

A  universal  groan,  a  long-drawn-out,  wailing 
whistle  and  the  halls  were  speedily  cleaned  of 
all  save  Thorpe,  who  sat  astride  of  the  third-story 
railing  and  sang, 

"  Ansa  freshman  is  my  name 
And  I  am  jolly  just  the  same, 
Always " 

Here  he  was  choked  off  and  bundled  into  his 
room  by  Brams,  who  went  a  flight  of  stairs  out 
of  his  way  to  do  it,  and  repeat,  ^'Who  told? — 
that 's  what  I  'd  like  to  know." 

"  You  never  will  know  from  me,"  declared  the 
Ansa  student.  He  kept  his  word.  When  he  re- 
turned to  his  beloved  university  a  few  weeks 
afterward  he  carried  the  secret  with  him  in  spite 
of  threats  or  coaxing.  The  Barracks  was  par- 
ticularly anxious  to  know  whom  they  had  to 
thank  for  the  miscarriage  of  their  plans,  and  the 
tasks  and  reprimands  that  followed  their  whole- 
sale violation  of  study  hours.  Unable  to  guess 
the  culprit,  odium  fell  upon  an  innocent  person, 
as  we  shall  see  later. 


CHAPTER  XI 

INTEUDERS 

Muffler  approached  the  Barracks  whistling. 
Those  who  heard  him  nodded  to  each  other  and 
said,  "  Joe  's  got  his  letter." 

Eegularly  once  a  week  that  letter  came  ;  a  neat 
white  envelope  directed  in  a  pretty  feminine 
hand,  and  the  boys  teased  him  about  it  as  much 
as  they  dared.  And  once  a  Aveek,  though  per^ 
haps  not  quite  as  regularly,  Joe,  who  hated  writ- 
ing like  poison,  sat  himself  down  to  compose  an 
answer.  It  was  well  understood  that  on  neither 
of  these  days  must  foolery  nor  fisticuffs  be 
suggested  to  Muffler,  at  other  times  more  than 
ready  for  either.  His  lessons  were  always  bet- 
ter learned,  though  Joe  really  did  more  faithful 
work  than  some  of  the  teachers  were  inclined  to 
believe. 

He  found  his  door  closed  and  was  fumbling  in 
his  pocket  for  his  key,  when  Dacres  hailed  him 
from  below. 

"  O  Joe,  Miner 's  going  to  have  a  spread  at  5:30. 
You  and  Homer  come  down." 

"  All  right.     What  shall  we  bring  ?  " 

At  a  dormitory  spread  each  guest  is  usually 
103 


104  riiOFESSOE   FIN 

expected  to  fin*nisli  something;  knife,  fork  and 
spoon  if  no  more. 

"  Bring  your  teeth." 

"Never  take  'em  out  on  festive  occasions, 
thank  you,"  said  Muffler,  leaning  over  to  rattle 
his  key  against  the  bannister.     "  TJiat  all  ?  " 

''Yes.     Do  n't  bring  Tip." 

"  Oh,  now  !  "  expostulated  Muffler,  "  Tip 's  al- 
ways the  life  of  the  company." 

"  Well,  Ave  '11  '  go  dead '  this  time.  Miner  and 
Vance  set  lines  last  night  and  got  a  first-rate 
haul." 

''  There 's  nothing  Tip  likes  so  Avell  as  fish," 
urged  Tip's  owner. 

''Yes,  that's  just  it.  Lock  him  up  to-night, 
Joe  ;  there 's  a  good  felloAV." 

"Well,  if  I  must,  I  must,  but  it's  too  bad." 
And  Tip  was  treated  to  an  extra  meal  to  com- 
pensate for  the  indignity  of  being  shut  in  his 
cage. 

There  Avere  several  good  cooks  in  the  Bar- 
racks ;  and  among  them  Miner  stood  preeminent. 
Especially  Avas  he  skilled  in  the  art  of  frying 
fish,  and  at  5:30  his  room  Avas  pretty  Avell  filled 
Avith  eight  or  ten  long-limbed  young  fellows, 
AA^ho  sat  on  the  bed,  the  trunk  or  the  floor,  as  it 
might  chance,  after  the  chairs  gaA^e  out. 

"  Take  as  many  knots  in  your  legs  as  you  con- 
veniently can,  boys,  till  Al  gets  the  table  set," 
said  the  host.     Vance  had  borrowed  a  table  from 
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the  room  adjoining,  and  now  appeared  with  a 
table-cloth  and  a  basket  of  dishes,  loaned  by  the 
janitor's  wife. 

lie  moved  briskly  about,  advising  this  or  that 
guest  to  pocket  his  feet  as  he  chanced  to  stumble 
over  them.  Meantime,  Miner  with  shirt-sleeves 
rolled  to  his  elbows,  and  girt  about  with  an 
apron  of  bed-ticking,  carefully  floured  his  fish 
and  popped  them  into  the  smoking  pans.  The 
room  filled  with  appetizing  odors ;  first  one  win- 
dow and  then  the  other  was  opened  and  the  sills 
utilized  as  seats. 

''Boys,"  said  Miner,  holding  up  a  small  fish 
that  might  have  weighed  half  or  three-quarters 
of  a  pound,  "  there  's  only  one  of  this  kind,  and 
as  he  won't  go  round  and  I  'm  particularly  fond 
of  rock  bass,  I  '11  just  keep  him  for  myself." 

''  There 's  no  fish  in  the  world  I  like  so  well  as 
rock  bass,"  whined  Levis. 

''  I  've  been  bass-hungry  for  a  month,"  echoed 
Dacres. 

''  Just  as  I  expected,"  said  Miner.  "  You  will 
all  feel  better  if  I  eat  him  myself.  What 's  that 
you  're  saying  about  Goodwin,  Charley  ?  " 

''  Why,  it  was  Pin  who  had  him  pitchforked 
into  our  class,  and  I  'd  like  to  know  what  he 
meant  by  interfering  in  any  department  but  his 
own.     He's  a  very  small  brass  rin." 

"  You  will  have  a  chance  to  try  his  metal  if 
reports  are  true,"  said  Vance,  deftly  slicing  the 
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bread.  "  They  say  Greenough  has  been  called 
to  Ansa,  and  Pin  is  to  have  his  place." 

There  was  a  cry  of  incredulity.  "  What !  Skip 
a  prep  teacher  over  the  middlers  into  senior 
work  !     Who  's  your  informant,  Al  ?  " 

"Frank,  yonder,"  said  Yance,  pointing  with 
the  bread-knife  at  the  philosopher,  sunk  in  the 
deepest  of  reveries  in  a  corner,  near  the  door. 
"  Wake  up,  Frank,  and  tell  us  what  Dr.  Far  well 
said  in  the  office  about  changes  in  the  faculty." 

"  They  're  done  to  a  turn,  Merrick,"  said  Willis, 
rousing  with  confused  suddenness ;  "  the  best  1 
ever  ate." 

"You  may  as  well  count  him  out  on  this 
spread,  Merrick,"  said  Levis.  "  He 's  had  his 
supper.  Mrs.  Dingley  ought  to  make  her  ever- 
lasting fortune  boarding  you,  Frank,  if  you  can' 
dine  on  smells." 

Miner  now  announced,  "  First  course  ready, 
gentlemen.  Draw  up  your  chairs.  Pull  the  bed 
out  from  the  wall,  Charley ;  four  of  you  can  sit 
on  that." 

"  Ouch ! "  muttered  Muffler.  Levis  had  pinched 
him  under  the  table.  He  turned  the  exclamation 
into  a  cough,  for  on  the  sill  of  the  window  be- 
hind Miner  appeared  Tip,  every  hair  alive  with 
anticipation. 

"  It  is  surely  a  mistake  ;  there  's  no  precedent 
for  such  a  change,"  said  Miner,  transferring  the 
rock  bass  beautifully  browned  to  his  own  plate. 
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Miner  was  fond  of  quoting  precedent.  He 
turned  about  in  his  chair  to  alter  the  positions  of 
the  frying-pans,  and  Tip  disappeared  from  the 
window-sill. 

"  Yes,  it  is  unprecedented,"  continued  Miner, 
still  busy  with  his  pans.  A  pointed  nose  quiv- 
ered above  the  edge  of  the  table  at  his  elbow ; 
then  a  cautious  paw  stretched  itself  out  toward 
the  rock  bass. 

"  And  it  is  safest  to  follow  precedent  in  the 
majority  of  cases.  Precedent  gives  you  a  base 
to"  argue  from.  Ignore  precedent  and  your  base 
disappears." 

"Bass  disappears,"  murmured  Levis,  and  he 
and  Muffler  choked.     Miner's  plate  was  empty. 

"^  You  're  left  without  any  " —  Miner  turned 
and  rose  up  with  a  yell.  Muffler  rolled  over  in 
front  of  him  ;  Levis  jerked  open  the  door.  Bed- 
lam reigned,  and  Tip  scudded  away,  once  more 
escaping  scot-free. 

"  It 's  mean — mean — the  meanest  kind  of 
mean,"  cried  Miner,  but  he  had  to  laugh.  "  You 
promised  you  'd  lock  him  up,  Joe." 

"  I  did — ask  Homer,"  gasped  Muffler.  Levis 
nodded,  his  blue  eyes  dancing.  He  had  himself 
slyly  lifted  the  bar  of  the  cage. 

When  quiet  was  restored,  Vance  again  aj)- 
pealed  to  the  philosopher.  "  What  was  it  the  doc- 
tor said  about  Pin,  Frank  ?  " 

*'  That  he  had  been  only  temporarily  placed  in 
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the  preparatory  department ;  his  position  in 
Trevor  being  much  higher.  *Also  that  he  was 
one  of  the  best  Latin  scholars  in  the  state." 

''  Of  course  he  takes  our  Latin  then,"  said 
Miner. 

"  And  a  pretty  object  he  is  to  have  our  Latin 
or  our  anything  else,"  scoffed  Brams.  "  Any  one 
of  us  could  scare  him  half  to  death  by  lifting  a 
finger." 

''  You  gave  him  your  key  and  he  is  n't  dead 
yet,  is  he,  Charley  ? "  interrupted  Levis,  while 
the  entire  company  paused  in  their  onslaught  on 
the  fish  to  remark  in  concert,  "  Mr.  Brams,  Mr. 
Brams,  I  want,  I  want,  I  want  that  pass-key." 

It  silenced  Brams,  and  Yance  changed  the  sub- 
ject of  conversation.  "  O  Joe,  I  forgot  to  tell 
you  that  Phelim  says  the  Twister  will  be  on 
hand  if  you  '11  come  down  to  the  mill-pond  park 
to-night." 

'^Well,  I  won't,"  said  Muffler,  shortly.  ''I 
shall  put  in  study  hour  solid.  I  '11  meet  him  to- 
morrow night,  if  he  likes." 

The  old  feud  between  "  town  and  gown  "  ex- 
isted in  full  force  in  Meridien.  The  Twister 
was  the  champion  of  the  tow^n  youths,  who  had 
so  named  him  because  of  a  certain  trick  he  had  in 
wrestling. 

"  Then  you  ought  to  get  word  to  him  right 
%way.    I  told  Phelim  you  'd  jump  at  the  chance." 

''  So  I  would,  any  other  night." 
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Though  he  dearly  loved  a  light  and  his  great 
ambition  was  to  enter  the  prize  ring,  Muffler  was 
unlike  most  fighters ;  he  rarely  boasted.  There 
were  several  other  contradictions  in  his  make-up 
that  puzzled  the  Barracks.  He  was  decent  in 
speech.  Joe  had  been  known  to  thrash  several 
fellows  for  telling  unclean  stories  before  the 
younger  lads,  and  he  Avorked  more  faithfully  than 
some  students  who  stood  high  in  favor.  Only 
Levis  guessed  that  the  secret  lay  in  that  weekly 
letter. 

"We  can  run  down  to  Phelim's  and  back  by 
seven  if  we  clip  it,  Joe,"  he  said,  looking  at  his 
watch. 

Muffler,  who  had  turned  a  bit  sullen,  bright- 
ened at  once.  "  All  right,  the  walk  will  do  us 
good  after  such  a  spread.  It  was  top  notch, 
Merrick.  Old  man  Delmonico  himself  can't  beat 
you  on  fish." 

"  I  guess  old  man  Delmonico  will  never  try," 
laughed  Levis.  "  Thank  you,  Merrick.  I  never 
had  more  fun  nor  better  feed." 

The  two  chums  were  rapid  walkers,  and  they 
had  need  to  be,  for  Phelim  lived  down  near  the 
machine  shops  at  the  farther  end  of  town. 

It  was  a  squalid,  dingy  neighborhood  ;  another 
world  from  that  of  Science  Hill.  Even  the  river 
looked  little  like  the  stream  that  flowed  past  the 
foot  of  the  academy  grounds. 

"  Joe,"  said  Levis,  "  I  do  n't  wonder  that  any 
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fellow  from  such  a  place,  after  four  or  five  j^ears 
in  college,  refuses  to  go  back  to  that  sort  of 
work."     lie  nodded  toward  the  gloomy  factory. 

"  'Nor  I.  It 's  too  much  .like  prison,"  said 
Muffler.  "  Yet  the  work  has  got  to  be  done. 
Who  's  this  coming  ?  " 

They  had  seen  Phelim  and  were  returning, 
walking  so  fast  that  almost  before  they  knew  it 
the  lads  faced  Professor  Pinley,  who  was  walk- 
ing as  fast  as  they,  considering  the  difference  in 
length  of  limb. 

'^ We're  all  right,  the  bell  hasn't  rung,"  said 
Levis  in  an  undertone.  "  Good-evening,  pro- 
fessor.    Are  you  out  for  a  Avalk,  too  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  I — that  is — I — have  some  business." 
In  evident  perturbation  the  little  man  turned 
squarely  about  and  hurried  back  in  the  direction 
from  which  he  had  come. 

The  youths  looked  at  each  other  in  surprise. 
"  Let  us  go  out  into  the  street,  where  he  can't 
hear  us,  and  see  what  he 's  up  to,  Joe,"  Levis 
whispered. 

Pound  the  first  corner,  then  a  second,  then  a 
third,  which  brought  them  out  on  the  street  they 
had  just  left,  went  the  professor  and  his  tall 
shadows.  Now,  there  was  no  hesitation  in  Mr. 
Pinley's  manner.  He  dived  straight  down  to  the 
dingy,  dark  quarter  the  lads  had  just  left,  and 
went  into  a  room  that  looked  like  an  empty  store- 
room. 
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It  was  lighted,  the  lads  saw  that  much,  and 
voices  sounded  within.  There  were  no  windows 
except  a  small  one  up  in  the  gable  end.  Homer 
was  preparing  to  mount  on  Joe's  shoulders  to 
peep  in,  when  the  two  were  accosted  by  a  half- 
grown  German  lad,  who  came  unexpectedly  upon 
them. 

"  Vy  for  you  do  dot?  Go  in  if  you  Avant  to. 
Dot 's  all  right." 

"  What 's  going  on  here  ?  "  Levis  asked  in  his 
turn. 

"-  Ein  schoolen ;  for  to  reat  unt  write  English 
learnen." 

"  Is  your  teacher  a  little  fellow  ?  " 

"  Ah,  yah ;  not  more  as  so  big,"  holding  his 
hand  about  four  feet  from  the  ground,  "  bote  he 
fine  man;  goot  teacher,  yah." 

"  What  do  you  pay  him  ?  "  asked  Muffler. 

"  Pay  him  ?  Noddings.  He  say  he  vill  help. 
Dree  dimes  a  week  he  comes.  Ve  pay  for  de 
room,  de  light ;  py  unt  py  de  fire." 

The^  students  pretended  to  go  away,  and  the 
young  German  entered  the  room.  Then  Muffler 
and  Levis  came  back,  and  each  in  turn  per- 
forming thp  part  of  step-ladder,  looked  down 
upon  a  school  very  unlike  their  own.  A  bare, 
barn-like  room,  a  few  benches  and  chairs,  a  stove 
in  the  center  with  pipe  going  up  into  a  tile  chim- 
ney, a  small  table,  a  blackboard,  and  a  map ;  this 
was    the   furniture.     The   scholars   were   of   all 
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ages,  from  the  lad  who  had  just  left  them  to  a 
gray-haired  man  who  sat  close  to  the  professor, 
and  hung  upon  his  words  with  pathetic  atten- 
tion. 

"  Pin's  silk  tile  looks  out  of  place,"  whispered 
Muffler,  descending.  The  professor's  coat  was 
shiny  in  the  back  and  turning  gray  at  the  seams, 
but  his  tall  silk  hat  was  always  immaculate, 
though  it  now  rested  on  the  floor  at  his  side. 

"  The  little  chap  is  a  born  teacher,"  said  Levis, 
descending  in  his  turn.  "  You  know  how  the 
preps  swarm  around  him,  and  look  at  these  fel- 
lows. I  say,  Joe,  they  don't  waste  the  time  we 
do.     It 's  past  seven  now." 

"  I  '11  bet  they  do  n't  either.     Let 's  run." 

The  aecret  of  the  professor's  work  among  the 
laborers  of  the  machine  shops  was  kept  as  quietly 
as  his  humble  soul  would  have  desired.  AVas  it 
because  the  lads  were  a  trifle  ashamed  of  the  way 
in  which  they  had  learned  it  ?  or  Avas  it  because 
good  is  so  much  less  interesting  to  many  of  us 
than  evil  ?  Had  Levis  and  Muffler  caught  Pro- 
fessor Pinley  in  anything  discreditable,  the  Bar- 
racks would  have  rung  with  it. 

Vance's  report  of  the  change  in  the  faculty 
proved  true.  On  Friday  of  the  following  Aveek, 
Professor  Greenough  bade  farewell  to  his  pupils, 
and  on  Saturday  morning  he  left  for  Ansa. 

Saturday  evening  Goodwin  came  upon  Brams 
and  Dacres  wliispering  together  in  a  corner  of 
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the  hall.  They  stopped  at  once,  and  did  not  re- 
sume their  conference  till  they  heard  him  leave, 
when  it  was  renewed  Avith  increased  animation. 
Brams,  chancing  to  look  down  into  the  lower  cor- 
ridor, lifted  his  hand  and  motioned  his  companion 
to  silence. 

''He's  come  back,"  he  whispered,  ''and  is 
down  there  listening.     Look." 

The  halls  were  dimly  lighted,  but  Dacres  saw 
some  one  standing  back  in  the  shadows  near  the 
outer  door.  Presently  the  intruder,  stepping 
with  noiseless  caution,  began  to  mount  the  stairs. 

"Why,  it's  Pin  himself,"  whispered  Dacres, 
and  when  his  head  was  within  a  yard  of  theirs, 
the  professor  looked  up  and  saw  them. 

He  seemed  greatly  disturbed,  and  muttering 
something  unintelligible,  turned  and  Avent 
hastily  out. 

"  What  do  you  suppose  that  means  ?  "  said  Da- 
cres, equally  disturbed.  "  Do  you  think  he  could 
haA^e  heard  Charley  ?  " 

"  No,  he  would  n't  haA^e  been  so  upset  Avhen  he 
saw  us,  if  he  had.     Let 's  go  on  with  it,  anyway, 
for  the  fun  of  the  thing." 
8 


CHAPTEK  XII 

PROFESSOR  PlJSr   AND   THE   SEI^IORS 

Devotional  exercises  had  just  concluded  in  the 
chapel  and  Dr.  Farwell  was  making  a  brief  ad- 
dress. 

"As  you  are  doubtless  aware,  Mr.  Greenough, 
so  long  and  familiarly  known  to  the  students  at 
Meridien,  left  us  last  Saturday  to  accept  a  posi> 
tion  in  Ansa  University.  We  were  loath  to  part 
with  him,  but  in  Mr.  Pinley,  formerly  professor 
of  ancient  languages  at  Trevor  College,  and  tem- 
porarily teaching  in  our  preparatory  department, 
the  students  of  the  academic  course  will  have  an 
instructor  thoroughly  qualified  and  competent. 

"  I  congratulate  you,  the  faculty  and  myself  on 
having  secured  Mr.  Pinley.  The  senior  Latin 
class  will  meet  as  usual  in  room  No.  6." 

Professor  Pinley  was  not  in  his  place  on  the 
rostrum ;  neither  was  he  in  the  classroom  when 
the  seniors  straggled  into  it  by  twos  and  threes. 

"  Where  do  you  suppose  Pin's  heart  is  by  this 
time  ?  "  somebody  asked. 

''In  his  mouth.  In  his  boots,''  Dacres  and 
Miner  responded  together. 

"  Got  his  false  teeth  clenched  on  it  to  keep  it 

114 


PROFESSOR   PIN  AND    THE  SENIORS  115 

from   jumping   clear   out,"    somebody   else  sug- 
gested. 

Brams  sat  at  his  desk  apparently  taking  no 
part  in  the  fun  made  at  the  new  teacher's  ex- 
perience. Still  it  was  he  who  directed  the  eyes 
of  the  class  upon  Professor  Pinley  just  entering 
in  hurried  confusion,  while  behind  him  towered 
the  tall  form  of  Levis.  The  contrast  was  funr^y 
and  almost  everybody  laughed.  Professor  Pin 
ley,  turning  his  head,  missed  a  step  and  stumbled 
upon  the  platform.  The  laughter  was  redoubled, 
accompanied  by  the  clapping  of  hands  and  the 
stamping  of  feet. 

"  Shame  !  shame  !  I  say  it 's  a  shame  !  "  cried 
one  indignant  voice,  and  Goodwin  met  the  con- 
temptuous looks  turned  toward  him  with  flashes 
of  angry  scorn. 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Levis,  emphatically,  pausing  a 
moment  to  look  down  on  the  laughers. 

Muffler  was  heard  to  growl,  "  Shut  up,"  and 
the  tumult  subsided. 

"  Good-morning,  good-morning,  gentlemen," 
said  Professor  Pinley,  struggling  to  his  feet  witli 
a  grateful  look  toward  those  who  had  interposv:vl 
in  his  behalf. 

The  thunderous  "  Good-morning,"  that  re- 
sponded with  all  the  power  of  ten  or  a  dozen 
sturdy  throats,  made  the  little  man  faii'ly  jump. 
He  lifted  the  lid  of  liis  desk  and  a  half-grown 
goose  flew  quacking  into  his  face. 
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The  whirlwind  of  mirth  that  swept  through 
the  room  ceased  suddenly  at  the  sound  of  the 
professor,  speaking  in  the  ringing  tones  they  had 
heard  him  use  once  before.  It  was  a  different 
man  who  stood  before  them,  holding  the  goose 
upon  the  desk  while  his  eyes  flashed  keenly  from 
one  face  to  another. 

"  This  addition  to  your  number,  gentlemen, 
though  doubtless  a  congenial  one  in  many  re- 
spects, lacks  size  and  lung  power.  Mr.  Dacres,  be 
kind  enough  to  conduct  your  friend  outside. 
Order,  gentlemen." 

"  He  did  hear,"  thought  Dacres,  going  sheep- 
ishly forward,  "  or  else  he  's  a  genuine  Yankee 
for  guessing." 

Professor  Pinley  sat  caln  '       waiting   until  the 


classroom  was  still.  "  i^IJI  the  lesson,  Mr. 
Muffler,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  That  will  do,"  gently  checking  the  transla- 
tion after  a  fcAv  labored  sentences,  ''it  shows 
good,  honest  work." 

Joe  gasped  with  surprise.  He  was  slow  ;  Pro- 
fessor Greenough  secretly  termed  him  ''a  dull 
brute,"  and  this  was  the  first  word  of  praise  his 
resolute,  dogged  digging  at  Latin  had  ever  re- 
ceived. The  professor's  eyes  swept  over  the 
class  again  and  fixed  themselves  on  another  one 
of  the  "Big  Three."  "Beginning  where  Mr. 
Muffler  stopped,  Mr.  Brams,  read  and  translate 
the  remainder  of  that  paragraph." 
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Now  Brams  was  one  of  Professor  Greenough's 
''  brag  scholars."  The  Latin  rolled  readily  from 
his  tongue ;  his  translation  was  faultless.  Mr. 
Pinley  turned  back  several  leaves  and  called  his 
attention  to  sentences  of  similar  construction. 
Here  Brams  floundered  badly.  The  little  pro- 
fessor leaned  back  in  his  chair,  coolly  surveying 
the  tall  student  over,  till  the  latter  came  to  a  full 
stop. 

"  You  are  a  good  horseman,  Mr.  Brams,"  he  ob- 
served, and  a  subdued  chuckle  ran  around  the 
room.  Professor  Pinley  had  made  another  de 
cided  hit.  The  seniors  left  the  room  with  r. 
dawning  respect  for  their  new  teacher.  One 
thing  was  certain ;  he  could  teach. 

"He's  forgotten  more  than  old  Greenough 
ever  knew,"  declared  Muffler. 

''  Looks  well  in  Greenough's  place,  does  n't 
he,"  snarled  Brams,  and  the  others  said, ''  Charley 
feels  sore." 

If  the  professor  could  have  retained  or  as- 
sumed at  will  the  resolution  and  dignity  he 
sometimes  displayed,  his  success  would  have  been 
assured  from  the  first.  "With  those  also  whom 
he  knew  to  be  his  friends,  his  shy  stammer  only 
added  zest  to  a  quiet  humor  and  quaint,  kindly 
ways.  But  it  took  an  emergency  to  rouse  this 
reserve  of  power,  and  the  conviction  that  he  was 
personally  unpopular  usually  destroj^ed  all  ease 
of  manner.     Before  his  class  he  continued  self- 
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conscious,  hesitating  and  constrained.  So  while 
the  students  in  the  academic  department  ac- 
knowledged Professor  Pinley's  intellectual  abil- 
ity, his  personal  peculiarities  delayed  their  recog- 
nition of  his  real  worth. 

It  was  a  sore  disappointment  to  the  little  man. 
Many  a  time  in  those  first  weeks  of  his  promo- 
tion, he  battled  wearily  with  the  old  tormenting 
question,  why  had  he  been  torn  from  his  niche 
at  Trevor  and  set  down  in  Meridien  where  his 
utmost  efforts  won  for  him  ijeither  confidence 
nor  affection. 

Yet  from  a  few  of  his  pupils  he  was  sure  of 
respectful  treatment.  The  philosopher  could  not 
be  rude  to  any  one,  even  in  his  most  abstracted 
moments.  Fighting  Joe  entertained  a  very 
kindly  feeling  toward  him,  little  as  Mr.  Pinley 
suspected  it,  and  Goodwin,  though  his  manner 
was  still  abrupt  and  often  gruff,  flamed  up  an- 
grily at  any  incivility  shown  the  little  man. 

Robert  stood  at  his  window  using  the  sunset 
glow  to  read  the  last  communication  from  "'  Ami- 
cus," a  bit  of  merry  friendliness  that  brought  a 
smile  to  his  face  and  changed  its  expression  until 
the  inmates  of  the  Barracks  would  hardly  have 
known  him. 

''  Queer  little  fellow  !  how  can  he  write  so  like 
a  boy  ?  "  mused  Goodwin.  ''And  to  take  so  much 
trouble  for  me  ! "  His  eyes  were  actually  tender. 
Then,  somehow,  he  found  himself  imagining  what 
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it  would  mean  to  him  to  find  a  real  "  Amicus  "  ; 
a  youth  of  his  own  age,  with  such  warm  sym- 
pathies and  merry  heart,  such  gay,  cheerful 
courage.  To  feel  the  clasp  of  such  a  friendly 
hand ;  to  see  encouragement  smiling  in  such 
friendly  eyes ;  to  have  the  inspiration  and  cheer 
of  pleasant  companionship. 

"  Like  a  brother,"  thought  Robert,  sighing,  and 
for  a  prophetic  instant  saw  himself  led  by  such 
an  earthly  friend  into  the  divine  friendship  that 
is  closer  than  brotherhood. 

The  fall  was  late,  and  the  day  had  been  so 
mild  that  half  the  windows  on  the  west  side  of 
the  Barracks  were  open.  A  curly  head  was 
thrust  out  of  the  one  next  his  own,  and  a  voice 
Goodwin  detested  said  with  a  sigh,  "Won't  Ave 
fellows  be  glad  when  Vance  learns  to  play  the 
fiddle  ?  " 

Leaning  a  little  farther  out  he  shouted  to  the 
room  above,  "Compliments  of  the  seniors  to 
Mr.  Vance  and  will  he  please  play  something  in 
A  natural.     We  're  so  tired  of  B  flat." 

"  Mr.  Vance's  compliments,  and  he  's  tired  of 
the  whole  dozen  of  'em,"  came  quickly  back. 

"We'll  never  stand  that,"  said  the  curly  head, 
withdrawing  itself.  There  was  the  sound  of  a 
sudden  rush  up  the  stairs  and  a  laughing  scuffle 
on  the  floor  above. 

Goodwin  knew  the  voice  ])erfectly  well;  it 
spoiled  his  reverie  and  set  him  frowning.     Lie 
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knew,  if  he  stopped  to  think,  that  its  owner  was 
skylarking  on  the  third  floor.  Yet,  when  in  the 
gathering  dusk  he  saw  a  flgure,  taller  than  the 
average,  leap  out  of  one  of  the  rear  windows  of 
the  main  building,  he  forgot  even  the  sound  Oi 
the  frolic  still  continuing  above. 

Ready  with  jealous  bitterness  to  find  occasion 
for  blaming  the  man  he  hated,  he  muttered,  ''I 
wonder  what  miserable  trick  that  idiot  Levis  is 
up  to  now  ?  " 

The  size  of  the  man  who  had  just  emerged 
from  the  main  building  was  emphasized  by  the 
ease  with  which  he  reached  up  and  pulled  down 
the  sash.  Then  he  disappeared  around  a  corner 
and  Goodwin  forgot  the  incident  till  the  follow- 
ing morning  Avhen  he  went  out  before  chapel  to 
see  Mr.  Pinlej",  and  met  him  at  the  main  en- 
trance. 

"  Can  you  spare  me  a  few  moments,  profes- 
sor ?  "  he  asked.     "  I  'd  like  a  little  help." 

"  Certainly,  sir,  certainly. '  I  was  just  going  to 
my  room."  He  stretched  out  his  hand  to  02)en 
the  door  of  No.  6,  when  Goodwin  stopped  him. 

"  Wait,  Mr.  Pinley.  I  saw  some  one  jump  out 
of  a  window  over  here  last  night.  I  think  noAv 
it  must  have  been  from  this  room.  The  door 
looks  suspicious.  I  '11  go  round  to  the  rear  win- 
dow and  see." 

''You'll  find  it  fastened,  I  think,"  said  Mr. 
Pinley,  surprised. 
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"  It  went  up  easily  enough  last  night,  anyway." 

And  it  went  up  just  as  easily  that  morning. 
On  top  of  the  door,  open  just  enough  to  balance 
it  against  the  wall,  stood  a  pail  of  water.  A 
tou(3h  would  have  brought  it  down  on  the  head 
of  the  person  entering.  With  the  help  of  some 
books  piled  on  Mr.  Pinley's  desk,  Robert  removed 
the  pail  and  silently  showed  it  to  the  professor. 

"  I  wonder,"  said  the  little  man,  half  to  him- 
self, "  who  did  it  ?  " 

"  That  big  brute,  Levis." 

"  Levis  ?     Are  you  quite  sure  ?  " 

''I  was  never  surer  of  anything  in  my  life. 
There 's  no  mistaking  him.  I  wondered  then 
what  mischief  he  had  been  up  to." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  the  little  professor,  slowly. 
"  I  was — I  thought — I  hoped  that  he  was  begin- 
nino;'  to  feel  different.  Be  kind  enouo^h  not  to 
speak  of  this  matter,  Mr.  Goodwin." 

Goodwin  obeyed.  But  though  this  incident 
did  not  reach  the  ears  of  the  faculty,  many 
others  did.  The  Barracks  began  to  think  these 
gentlemen  almost  omnipresent  and  omniscient. 
It  was  surprising  how  quickly  they  became  cog- 
nizant of  breaches  of  discipline ;  how  mischiev- 
ous plans  came  to  naught  and  their  originators 
to  grief. 

The  meeting  between  Muffler  and  the  Twister 
was  unpleasantly  interrupted  by  the  appearance 
of  Professor  Needham  and  t^vo  constables ;  and 
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Muffler  was  greatly  disturbed  lest  the  news 
should  reach  his  home.  In  spite  of  his  warlike 
tastes  Joe  became  very  meek  when  that  danger 
threatened. 

He  was  struggling  with  a  delayed  reply  to  his 
weekly  letter.  Orthography  and  syntax  were 
antagonists  which  Fighting  Joe,  with  all  his 
resolution,  could  never  quite  overcome. 

''  Homer,  is  '  seize,'  ^  ei '  or  '  ie '  ?  " 

After  a  moment,  '^ Which  comes  first  in  're- 
ceive '  ? 

''  Oh,  yes — e  after  c.  What  does  make  me  for- 
get so  ?  Say,  I  've  written  '  a  c  k  '  for  '  acquaint- 
ance,' and  it  looks  queer." 

''  I  should  think  it  might,"  said  Levis,  with  a 
laugh. 

Silence  again ;  then  "  Which  is  right  '  should 
of  went '  or  '  should  have  went '  ?  " 

''  Shades  of  Murray,  Joe  !  '  Should  have  gone.'  " 

"  Bother !  'Course  it  is.  What  makes  it  so 
much  plaguy  harder  to  write  a  thing  than  to 
say  it  ?  " 

''  Now  I  'd  rather  write  than  say,"  smiled 
Homer.  "  Put  up  your  letter,  Joe ;  here  come 
the  boys." 

Muffler  slid  his  writing  materials  hastily  into 
the  table  drawer,  as  the  usual  frequenters  of  the 
room  entered  in  force,  bringing  the  announce- 
ment, "  There 's  to  be  a  big  show  at  Oneonta 
Gardens  Friday  night." 
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"  Much  good  it  will  do  us  ?  Oneonta  was  for- 
bidden last  term." 

"  Last  terui  is  last  term  ;  nothing  has  been  said 
about  it  this  fall.  Friday  night  and  no  study 
hours." 

''  Let  us  hire  the  band  wagon  and  four  horses," 
suggested  Brams. 

''  I  'd  like  to  see  you  get  back  from  a  show  at 
Oneonta  by  ten  o'clock  with  four  horses,"  said 
Muffler. 

"  Oh,  well,  once  in  a  way  is  no  killing  thing  if 
they  do  n't  find  it  out  and  stop  us." 

''  They  seem  to  get  hold  of  everything  this 
term,"  said  Muffler,  in  an  aggrieved  tone. 
"  There  was  the  snipe-hunt,  and  my  scrap  with 
the  Twister,  and  Gridlay's  watermelons,  and,  as 
true  as  you  live,  Needham  laughed  at  me  about 
Tip's  getting  into  Park's  molasses.  How  do  you 
s'pose  they  found  that  out  ?  Park  vows  he  never 
told." 

''  I  wonder  what  he  found  to  steal  in  Wo.  19," 
said  Brams.  "1  saw  Goodwin  kick  him  out  just 
now." 

''  Kick  Tip,"  cried  Muffler,  bouncing  wrath- 
fully  up,  ''let  me  catch  him  at  it." 

He  rushed  out  to  find  his  pet,  and  returning 
set  the  'coon  on  the  table  with  a  piece  of  cake. 
Tip  dropped  the  cake  in  the  wide-inouthed  ink- 
stand, and,  after  vainly  trying  to  fish  it  out,  had 
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his  paws  cleaned,  and  dropped  to  the  floor  in 
search  of  something  else. 

''  There  's  no  need  of  being  stopped  if  we  keep 
it  quiet  among  ourselves,"  said  Dacres,  returning 
to  the  original  subject  of  conversation.  '^Just 
ask  permission  to  take  an  evening  ride." 

"  Easily  done,"  said  Brams,  ''  unless  the  fellow 
that  goes  sneaking  about  the  Barracks  after 
dark  listening  at  keyholes  gets  hold  of  it. 
You  're  wondering  how  things  get  out.  That  ^s 
how." 

"  What  fellow,  Charley  ?    "Who  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  've  seen  him  myself,  or  I  would  n't 
be  so  sure.     It 's  that  wretched  little  Pin." 
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CAUGHT 

At  a  general  shout  of  surprise  and  disbelief, 
Tip  scrambled  up  to  his  master's  knee  in  alarm. 

"  Oh,  you  're  oflf,  you  're  a  thousand  miles  off, 
Charley,"  said  Muffler.  "  You  're  down  on  him 
because  he's  so  sharp  about  the  Latin,  but  I'm 
sure  little  Pin  isn't  that  kind." 

"Not  beautiful,  but  good,"  murmured  Levis. 
"  I  agree  with  Joe.  Did  you  say  you  had  seen 
him,  Charley  ?" 

''Yes;  so  did  George." 

"  Not  listening  exactly,"  said  Dacres ;  "  he  was 
slinking  about  in  the  hall,  and  when  he  saw  us 
he  skipped.  It  was  when  we  were  planning  to 
put  the  goose  in  his  desk,  and  you  know  he 
pitched  on  me  to  take  it  out.  Have  you  seen  him 
since,  Charley?" 

"  Half  a  dozen  times."  Which  was  just  exactly 
five  times  too  many. 

"  If  he  is  spying  about — I  can't  believe  it  " — - 
Levis  began,  and  Brams  interrupted, 

"  All  right.  Wait  awhile  and  perhaps  you  '11 
find  out.  But  what  about  Oneonta?  We  will 
have  to  be  planning  for  it  if  we  go." 

125 
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"  Say  we  do  n't,"  said  Levis. 

"  Say  we  do.  We  're  getting  to  be  a  set  of 
grannies.  Let  us  ask  for  Harriinan  and  go  there. 
Then  go  a  mile  farther  when  we  get  there. 
See?" 

''First  thing,  then,  is  to  speak  for  the  band 
wagon,"  said  Dacres. 

There  was  a  pause.  "  Charley,  have  n't  you 
got  to  see  Hop  Wing  to-night  ?  "  asked  his  cousin. 

"  So  have  you." 

"  True  enough.  My  last  laundry  was  short 
four  collars  and  Charley  's  lost  a  shirt  and  some 
cuffs.  We  can  haul  Hop  over  the  coals  and  see 
Darke  on  the  same  trip  ;  eh,  Charley  ?  " 

Brams  nodded,  but  he  did  not  like  the  errand 
at  all.  To  hire  the  band  wagon  made  him  more 
prominent  than  he  liked  to  be  if  the  affair  was 
found  out.  Moreover,  it  also  made  him  in  part 
responsible  for  the  cost.  Brams  hated  to  spend 
his  own  mone}^  or  run  risks  with  it.  He  had, 
however,  no  such  scruple  regarding  the  money  of 
other  people,  and  he  knew  that  Levis  had  an 
allowance  of  his  own. 

"  Homer,"  he  said,  when  the  others  had  left 
the  room,  "lend  me  five  dollars,  will  you?" 

"  I  can't  this  week,"  said  Levis,  examining  his 
pocketbook.  And  then  and  there  Brams  deter- 
mined that,  much  as  he  wanted  to  go,  the  trip  to 
Oneonta  must  be  prevented. 

He  made  no  announcement  of  his  determina- 
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tion;  that  was  not  Charley's  way.  "Well,  no 
matter,"  he  said,  rising ;  "  1  suppose  w^e  're  surest 
to  hit  Hop  about  7:30.     See  you  later." 

"  Charley  's  up  to  his  old  tricks,"  said  Muffler, 
when  the  door  had  closed  upon  the  speaker. 

"  Did  it  ever  strike  you,  Joe,"  said  Levis,  mean- 
ingly, "  that  though  we  're  none  of  us  over-fond 
of  Charley,  he  leads  us  around  by  the  nose  a  good 
deal?" 

"  I  guess  that 's  so.    How  does  he  manage  it  ?  " 

"  Well,  partly  because  he  's  so  quiet  and  sneery, 
I  fancy ;  makes  you  feel  like  seven  different  kinds 
of  a  fool  if  you  do  n't  join  in  with  him,  and,  if  you 
do,  you  know  you  are." 

Meantime  Brams  sauntered  across  the  campus 
to  th^  library,  where  Professor  Needham  was 
usually  to  be  found  at  this  hour. 

Now  nothing  occasioned  Mr.  Needham  greater 
regret  than  the  constant  association  of  Brams, 
w^hom  he  liked,  with  Levis  and  Muffler,  whom  he 
believed  the  leaders  in  all  academic  mischief.  He 
had  warned  Brams  several  times  of  the  dangers 
of  evil  companionship.  Brams  listened  with  all 
due  respect,  and  replied  that  what  the  teacher 
said  was  true,  but  a  fellow  could  hardly  turn  his 
back  on  his  own  cousin.  Besides,  Homer  was  not 
really  a  bad  fellow  at  heart,  Inore  trifling  than 
anj^thing  else  ;  Brams  thought  he  would  straighten 
round  some  day.  As  for  Joe — he  shrugged  his 
shoulders — Joe  was  Joe.     "  And  you  can't  make 
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a   silk   purse   out   of — you  know   the   rest,  pro- 
fessor," concluded  Brams. 

They  left  the  library  together,  Mr.  Needham 
stooping  to  pick  up  a  paper  that  had  blown 
against  the  steps. 

''  Pshaw  !  Oneonta  Gardens,"  he  said,  crump- 
ling it  between  his  hands.  "  I  am  glad  the  place 
is  seven  miles  away." 

"  Sev^en  miles  isn't  very  far — for  four  horses," 
said  Brams,  seeing  his  opportunity. 

"  Surely  none  of  the  students  will  go  after  the 
discreditable  performances  of  last  term,"  said  Mr. 
Needham. 

''  Last  term  !  We  fellows  have  short  memories, 
sometimes,  professor." 

''Not  you,  Mr.  Brams,"  said  Mr.  Needham, 
warmly.  ''  I  wish  all  our  older  students  were  as 
reliable  as  j^ourself." 

Brams  knew  he  need  say  no  more.  He  con- 
gratulated himself  that  the  business  had  been 
very  neatly  done.  The  adjective  "  slick  "  was  not 
applied  to  Charley  without  reason. 

He  and  Levis,  having  been  excused,  started  on 
their  walk  to  the  laundry  after  study  hours  were 
fairly  under  way. 

''No  light  in  Goodwin's  room,"  said  Brams, 
noticing  the  one  dark  window  when  all  the  others 
were  aglow.     "  Why  should  the  beggar  study  in 
the  library  and  save  his  fuel  any  more  than  the  * 
rest  of  us  ?     What  are  you  stopping  for?" 
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"  The  bell,"  said  Levis.  "  How  strangely  it 
sounds ! " 

"  What  is  it  ringing  now  for  ?  Oh,  yes,  prayer- 
meeting.  There  goes  Frank.  He  never  forgets 
that,  no  matter  what  else  he  forgets." 

"  Frank  is  a  good  fellow." 

''He  hasn't  spunk  enough  to  be  anything 
else." 

"  I  'm  beginning  to  think  it  takes  more  spunk 
to  be  that  than  the  other  thing." 

"  Oh,  you  are  !  The  bell  does  sound  queer  ; 
must  be  sometliing  in  the  atmosphere." 

Deep  and  solemn  the  measured  cadence  rolled 
beneath  the  quiet  stars.  "  Charley,"  said  Levis, 
"  let  us  give  up  the  Oneonta  business." 

''What  for?  Because  the  bell  sounds  like  a 
funeral  ?  "  cried  Brams  with  a  peal  of  laughter, 
and  walking  swiftly  forward.  "You  go  back 
and  tell  the  boys  that  if  you  want  to.  I  do  n't. 
What 's  the  matter  now  ?  " 

"  Jenkins'  gate — open  clear  across  the  sidewalk 
as  usual.  That 's  the  fourth  time  I  've  struck  it 
in  two  days." 

"Perhaps  if  it  was  hung  up  high  and  dry 
somewhere,  he  'd  take  the  hint  and  shut  it  occa- 
sionally." 

"Fact,  Charley.  If  it's  open  when  we  come 
back  we  '11  swing  it  up  for  him." 

It  was  open,  and  only  the  work  of  a  few  mo- 
ments to  loosen  the  hinges. 
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But  in  those  fe^y  moments,  Towser,  whose 
mistress  lived  next  door,  seeming  to  have  a  super- 
canine  consciousness  of  the  vicinity  of  students, 
began  to  execute  a  war-dance  with  accompany- 
ing howls.  Mrs.  Prince,  thus  warned,  as  she  had 
been  many  times  before,  turned  down  her  light 
and  slipped  out-of-doors  to  listen. 

The  night  was  still  and  Aunt  Polly's  eyes  and 
ears  were  sharp.  If  the  occupants  of  the  Bar- 
racks had  known  how  sharp,  they  would  have 
spoken  with  lowered  voices  and  been  careful  to 
plan  no  mischief  under  their  favorite  tree,  which 
was  just  across  the  road  from  Aunt  Polly's  dwell- 
ing. Many  a  reproof,  many  a  lowered  grade 
they  owed  to  those  acute  senses,  rendered  keener 
by  hostility. 

It  took  only  a  minute  or  two  for  Mrs.  Prince 
to  find  out  what  mischief  was  intended,  and  she 
went  quietly  round  the  back  way  to  warn  Mr. 
Jenkins.  When  he  came  out  the  gate  was  gone, 
but  Aunt  Polly  had  recognized  the  offenders,  and 
he  decided  to  wait  until  morning  before  making 
any  report. 

Carrying  the  gate  on  his  back  like  a  second 
Samson,  Levis  went  to  a  tall  tree.  By  the 
united  efforts  of  Brams  and  himself  it  was  hoisted 
fifteen  or  twenty  feet  from  the  ground.  Then 
Brams  descended,  while  Levis  remained  to  make 
sure  it  was  firmly  fixed. 

"  For  it  will  never  do  to  have  it  come  tumbling 
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down  on  somebody's  head.  Think  we  've  got  it 
high  enough,  Charley  ?  " 

''  Quite  high  enough,  Mr.  Levis,"  responded  an 
odd,  familiar  voice,  which,  however,  was  not 
Charley's.  "  Now,  if  you  please,  you  may  bring  it 
down  again." 

The  start  Levis  gave  shook  the  tree.  He 
wanted  to  laugh  and  he  wanted  to  whistle.  Ee- 
pressing  the  desire  to  do  either,  he  asked, 

"  Is  any  one  down  there  with  you,  professor  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  no,"  responded  the  little  man ;  "  do 
you  need  assistance  ? '.' 

"  I  think  I  can  manage  it.  Stand  away  from 
under  the  tree,  please,  ior  it  may  fall." 

It  took  him  some  time  to  undo  his  work  and 
lower  the  gate  dowm  to  Mr.  Pinley's  outstretched 
hands.  Even  the  prospect  of  being  summoned 
before  the  faculty  could  not  keep  him  from  shak- 
ing inwardly  nor  sober  his  face  as  he  stood  be- 
fore the  professor. 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  the  little  man,  trying  not  to 
smile,  for  the  absurdity  of  the  situation  struck 
liim  as  forcibly  as  it  did  Levis,  "  be  kind  enough 
to  put  this  back  where  it  belongs." 

There  was  real  sternness  and  real  sadness  in 
his  face  as  he  continued,  "  Mr.  Levis,  these 
things  are  unworthy  of  you;  they  must  cease. 
Of  your  late  attempt  to  annoy  me  personally  I 
have  not  spoken,  I  shall  not  speak  ;  neither  will 
I   report  this,  unless  future  misconduct  makes  it 
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necessary.  I  warn  you  that  any  future  action  of 
this  kind  coming  to  my  knowledge  will  be  laid 
before  the  faculty  at  once.     Good-evening." 

He  bowed  and  continued  on  his  way.  Brams, 
stealing  out  from  the  shadow  of  a  friendly  hedge, 
found  Levis,  with  the  gate  on  his  back,  peering 
through  the  darkness  after  Mr.  Piuley. 

''What  on  earth  did  he  mean,"  Homer  de- 
manded, ''  by  my  '  late  attempt  to  anno}^  him  per- 
sonally '  ?  I  've  never  played  any  trick  on  Pin ; 
bluifed  him  occasionally  just  to  see  him  fidget, 
but  not  that  sinc^ — Where,  w^ere  you,  Charley, 
and  why  did  n't  you  whistle?  " 

''  Had  n't  time.  He  came  down  Barracks  way 
and  was  on  me  before  I  saw  him.  I  had  only 
time  enough  to  skip,  but  I  never  thought  he  'd 
see  you  up  there  in  the  dark.  You  're  not  going 
to  take  that  gate  back?" 

''  What  other  way  is  there  out  of  it  ?  We  've 
got  off  pretty  easy." 

''Well,  I'd  see  him  in  Halifax  first.  Go  on; 
I'll  wait  for  you  here." 

"  Oh,  you  will,  will  you  ?  You  're  just  as  deep 
in  the  mud  as  I  am  in  the  mire,  Mr.  Charley,  and 
you  '11  walk  straight  back  and  help  me  put  these 
screws  in,  or  I'll  know  the  reason  why." 

Brams  went  unwillingly  enough,  but  while, 
his  was  usually  the  controlling  will,  there  were 
times  when  he  tried  his  cousin's  easy  temper 
too   far,  and   this  was  one  of  them.      They  re- 
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placed  the  gate,  and  for  a  wonder  Towser  did 
not  bark. 

Muffler,  Miner  and  Dacres  met  them  excitedly 
at  the  door  of  the  Barracks.  "  Did  you  meet 
Pin  ?     He  was  here  prowling  about  again." 

Dacres  had  seen  him  first  in  the  shadow  of 
the  trees  that  lined  the  gravel  walk.  Muffler  and 
Miner,  hastily  notified,  saw  him  enter  and  linger 
near  the  door,  till,  apparently  satisfied  that  the 
halls  were  empty,  he  began  ''crawling  up  the 
stairs  like  a  thief." 

An  involuntary  snicker  from  the  observers  as 
Tip  went  gaily  scratching  down  the  bannisters 
to  meet  him  sent  the  little  man  hurriedly  out 
and  he  had  not  returned. 

Levis  listened  with  an  unusual  frown  on  his 
merry  face.  Taking  Muffler  by  the  arm  he  drew 
him  back  into  their  room  and  asked, 

"  You  're  certain  sure,  Joe  ?  It  really  was 
little  Pin  ?  " 

''  I  had  to  believe  my  own  eyes,"  said  Muffler, 
reluctantly. 

"  Little  hypocrite  !  "  muttered  Levis.  "  Un- 
worthy of  me !  I  wonder  if  playing  the  sneak 
is  worthy  of  him  ?  " 

Whereby  you  will  perceive  that  students  some- 
times have  one  code  of  honor  for  theuiselves  and 
another  for  their  teachers.  Or  did  Homer  for- 
get tlie  night  that  they  secretly  watched  and  fol- 
lowed Professor  Pinley  ?  V 
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"Here's  a  letter,  Joe.  We  came  back  by  the 
office.  And  you've  just  answered  the  other  one. 
Either  they  're  ahead  or  you  're  behind;  which  is 
it  ?  " 

"  I  'm  behind,"  said  Joe,  eagerly  pouncing  on 
the  letter,  "  but  that  never  makes  any  difference 
with  her." 

After  reading  it  he  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
hugging  one  knee  and  enveloped  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  gloom. 

"  O  Moses ! "  an  extensive  sigh.  "  The  boys 
will  call  it  crawfishing,  but  I  must  give  up  the 
Friday  night  trip,  Homer.  That  scrap  with  the 
Twister,  and  Oneonta  together,  would  make  a 
nice  team  to  send  home,  would  n't  they  ?  " 

"  You  are  right,  Joe,"  said  Levis,  after  a  pause. 
"  If  I  were  not  so  deep  in  I  'd  stay  at  home  my- 
self. Oneonta  is  the  sort  of  place  that  leaves  a 
bad  taste  in  one's  mouth. 

''  What  made  me  go  in  for  it  so  ?  Oh,  what 
makes  me  do  a  thousand  foolish  things  ?  Do  n't 
think  till  afterward." 

He  hummed  a  tune,  drumming  an  accompani- 
ment on  the  table  with  his  fingers.  "H'  little 
Pin  had  not  proved  such  a  little  fraud,  I  'd  give 
it  up  now.  Hello,  ten  o'clock !  What  does  ail 
that  bell  ?  Listen,  Joe."  He  raised  the  window 
and  the  sound  pealed  heavily  through  the 
room. 

''The  wind  is  from  the  south;  brings  it  right 
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against  the  Barracks,"  said  Muffler,  joining  him. 
''  Fine  tone  the  old  bell  has." 

"  Wrong — done — doom !  wrong — done — doom ! 
that  is  what  it  sounds  like.  Cheerful — very  !  Is 
Johnson  going  to  ring  all  night  ?  There,  he 's 
stopped  at  last,  thank  goodness !  " 

The  window  came  down  with  a  bang. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

A    SPY    OR   A   HERO 

GoODWiisr's  name  echoed  through  the  dormi- 
tory. Dacres,  Avho  had  one  of  the  lower  front 
rooms,  was  shouting  it  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 

"  There  's  a  gentleman  here  that  is  asking  for 
you,"  he  said,  when  Eobert  at  last  looked  over 
the  railing. 

In  his  visitor,  Eobert  recognized  Mr.  Farns- 
worth,  the  farmer  to  whom  he  had  first  applied 
for  work  at  the  beginning  of  the  term. 

Mr.  Farnsworth  said  to  him,  "Well,  Robert,  I 
suppose  you  thought  I  had  forgotten  you." 

"I  presumed  you  had  not  needed  me,"  an- 
swered Robert. 

"Exactly."  Mr.  Farnsworth  was  eyeing  the 
Barracks  with  evident  disfavor.  "  This  is  too 
pretty  a  site  for  this  old  barn."  Then  he  made 
another  sudden  change  of  subject,  "Who's  your 
nearest  neighbor  over  yonder  ? "  pointing  with 
his  whip. 

"  In  the  yellow  house  ?  A  Mrs.  Prince  ;  Mr. 
Jenkins  lives  next." 

"  Mrs.  Prince — Aunt  Polly  ;  I  've  heard  of  her. 

136 
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She  doesn't  like  you  students  very  well,  does 
she?" 

"  Some  of  the  boys  tease  her  a  good  deal." 

"  Small  business  for  full-grown  men.  A  couple 
of  them  took  off  Mr.  Jenkins'  gate,  last  night ;  I 
hope  you  were  not  one  of  the  two." 

"No,  sir,  I  was  not,"  said  Goodwin,  shortly. 
"  I  do  n't  believe  in  that  sort  of  fun,  and  have  n't 
time  for  it  if  I  did." 

"  He  and  Mrs.  Prince  were  talking  about  it  as 
I  came  by,"  continued  Mr.  Farnsworth.  "  The 
boys  brought  the  gate  back,  but  Mrs.  Prince  was 
urging  Jenkins  to  report  them  whether  or  no. 
However,  that  is  not  my  errand.  I  am  called 
away  on  business ;  shall  be  gone  a  week  or  ten 
days,  and  I  want  some  one  I  can  trust  to  stay 
down  at  the  place  and  look  after  things.  From 
Avhat  they  tell  me,  I  guess  you  're  the  one  I  am 
looking  for.     When  can  you  come  ?  " 

"  At  once,  as  soon  as  I  can  see  the  principal 
and  get  excused,"  Goodwin  said.  "  Or  after 
school,  if  there  is  no  especial  hurry." 

''  I  shall  be  in  town  till  eleven  or  thereabouts," 
said  Mr.  Farnsworth,  "  and  will  come  back  this 
way.  Then  if  you  are  ready  you  can  get  in  and 
go  down  with  me." 

This  arrangement  being  satisfactory  to  all 
parties,  Mr.  Farnsworth  went  baci^  to  his  wagon, 
which  stood  at  the  end  of  the  gravel  walk,  and 
Goodwin  returned  to  his  room.     He  did  not  like 
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the  break  in  his  studies,  but  his  stock  of  money 
was  very  low,  and  the  first  of  the  new  term  drew 
near. 

After  chapel.  Dr.  Farwell  made  an  announce- 
ment that  electrified  the  Oneonta  contingent. 

"  The  faculty  have  decided  that  hereafter,  be- 
ginning with  to-night,  study  hours  will  be  ob- 
served on  Friday  as  on  the  other  evenings  of  the 
week.  Those  who  go  home  over  the  Sabbath 
will  of  course  be  excused.  Those  who  remain 
will  be  expected  to  do  their  work  as  usual. 

"  I  would  also  call  your  attention  to  the  regu- 
lation concerning  visits  to  Harriman  and  neigh- 
boring resorts.  The  rules  made  last  term  are 
still  in  force;  permission  to  visit  these  places 
must  be  secured  from  the  faculty.  Many  of  you 
are  very  young;  we  are  responsible  to  your 
friends  while  you  are  under  our  care.  I  hope 
that  the  older  members  of  the  academy  will  lend 
the  aid  of  their  influence  and  example  in  keeping 
these  and  other  school  laws." 

Brams  nudged  Levis.  "  Look  at  him,"  he  whis- 
pered. Professor  Pinley  sat  near  the  end  of  the 
platform  drawn  back  somewhat  behind  the  others. 
"He  can't  even  hold  his  head  up." 

"  Should  n't  think  he  could,"  muttered  Levis. 

The  first  prejudice  of  the  seniors  against  their 
new  teacher  was  disappearing.  They  had  begun 
to  realize  that  there  was  no  ordinary  brain  under 
the  thin  red  hair,  and  that  no  ordinary  heart  beat 
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under  the  rusty  coat.  Now,  reinforced  by  sus- 
picion, prejudice  returned  in  full  force ;  every- 
thing favorable  was  forgotten.  They  believed 
him  a  spy,  a  listener  at  keyholes  and  corners,  a 
creature  worthy  only  of  contempt. 

The  little  professor  had  a  horrible  hour  w4th 
the  senior  Latin  class  that  morning.  Goodwin 
paid  close  attention ;  the  philosopher's  spectacles 
constantly  reflected  those  of  the  professor ;  Muffler 
glowered  silently  over  his  book.  Elsewhere  in- 
attention and  indifference  reigned  supreme. 

Most  trying  of  all  was  the  behavior  of  Levis. 
Irrelevant  and  confusing  questions  asked  with  an 
air  that  excited  constant  explosions  of  laughter, 
exaggerated  politeness  and  covert  sarcasm,  an- 
noyed the  little  man  almost  beyond  control. 
And  yet  it  was  all  carefully  kept  below  the  point 
that  would  have  roused  him  to  the  power  he 
sometimes  showed.  He  was  fairly  worn  out 
when  the  recitation  closed  and  others  besides 
Levis  felt  a  touch  of  remorse  when  they  remem- 
bered his  tired  face. 

"  You  're  a  contemptible  lot,"  Goodwin  said, 
angrily,  passing  the  malcontents  on  the  steps 
outside  and  was  well  hissed  for  his  pains. 

"  Any  snake  can  do  as  much,"  he  flung  back 
at  them  and  crossed  over  to  meet  Dr.  Farwell, 
just  coming  from  his  study. 

A  woman  with  a  shawl  over  her  head  hurried  up 
to  him,  asking  in  a  trembling  voice  for  Mr.  Pinley. 
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Goodwin  recognized  the  little  professor's  land- 
lady, and  saw  that  she  Avas  crying,  but  he  also 
saw  Mr.  Farns worth's  wagon  standing  at  the 
sidewalk  and  Mr.  Farns  worth  beckoning  to  him  ; 
so  he  hastily  told  Mrs.  Woodrow  the  number  of 
the  professor's  classroom,  pointed  toward  the 
nearest  entrance  and,  securing  the  necessary  per- 
mission from  Dr.  Farwell,  drove  away  with  his 
new  employer. 

Most  of  the  senior  Latin  class  were  still  loiter- 
ing about  the  entrance  when  Mrs.  Woodrow,  wip- 
ing her  eyes  on  her  apron,  hastily  ran  past  them 
and' down  the  main  hall  to  the  professor's  room. 

Naturally  curious,  the  lads  crowded  about  the 
open  door.  They  saw  the  professor  come  out  to 
meet  his  visitor,  and  listen  anxiously  to  an  inco- 
herent story  poured  forth  with  sobs  and  tears. 
He  started  back  with  his  landlady,  bareheaded, 
and  forgetful  of  the  class  whose  recitation  his 
visitor  had  interrupted. 

The  curious  group  separated  to  let  them  pass ; 
two  or  three  more  thoughtless  than  the  rest 
laughed  aloud  and  Brams  snuffled.  At  the  sound 
the  poor  woman  shivered  and  drew  her  shawl 
closer  over  her  tear-stained  face.  Instantly  the 
professor  turned. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  you  forget  that  you 
may  be  wrong  in  the  object  of  your  mirth.  For 
your   mothers'    sakes,   respect   a  woman   and   a 
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They  had  roused  the  little  man  at  last ;  even 
Brams  forgot  to  sneer. 

Muffler  stepped  forward.  '-'  You  've  forgotten 
your  hat,  Mr.  Pinley,"  he  said.  "  I  '11  go  back  and 
get  it  for  you." 

"  My  hat !  "  the  little  man  clapped  his  hand  to 
his  head.  Once  more  he  was  blushing,  confused, 
bewildered.  ''Thank  you,  Mr.  Muffler, — I — I 
must  go  back — my  class.  Do  not  wait,  Mrs. 
Woodrow,  I  will  follow  you  immediately." 

With  the  apron  in  constant  requisition  Mrs. 
Woodrow  sped  swiftly  away,  and  the  little  pro- 
fessor followed  almost  as  swiftly.  The  middlers, 
pouring  out  of  classroom  No.  6,  with  their  reci- 
tation thus  summarily  closed,  joined  the  other 
curious  group  on  the  steps. 

"  I  heard  her  say  '  O  Mr.  Pinley,  Billy  's  gone 
crazy  up  at  the  shop,' "  said  the  youth  who  had 
been  nearest  the  classroom  door. 

"  Crazy  drunk  then,"  said  Muffler.  "  Homer 
and  I  toted  him  home  once  when  he  couldn't 
stand." 

"And  Pin  was  trying  to  pick  him  up,"  said 
Levis. 

"  Don  Quixote  the  Little,"  said  Vance,  watch- 
ing the  professor  speed  down  the  sidewalk,  "  and 
every  bit  as  funny  as  the  old  Don  himself." 

The  professor  finally  overtook  his  landlady 
and  heard  her  story  more  in  detail.  The  night 
before,  as    he  well    knew,   l>i]ly  Woodrow  had 
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come  home  intoxicated.  He  rose  in  the  morn- 
ing gium  and  surly,  but  had  gone  to  his  work 
as  usual,  so  far  as  his  wife  knew.  Two  hours 
afterward  a  message  came  to  her;  she  was 
wanted  at  the  shop.  Wood  row  had  stopped 
at  the  saloon  on  the  way,  and  the  last  drink 
seemed  to  craze  him.  He  had  driven  the  other 
workmen  out  of  the  shop  with  an  iron  bar,  bar- 
ricaded himself  within  and  was  threatening  to 
blow  up  the  place  with  a  couple  of  dynamite 
cartridges  he  had  secured  no  one  knew  where. 

His  w^ife's  pleading  had  no  effect.  "  Then  I 
thought  of  you,  Mr.  Pinley,"  sobbed  the  poor 
w^oman.  "You  could  always  manage  him  when 
he  was  out  of  his  head  with  the  drink,  and  he 
thinks  more  of  you  than  of  any  man  alive." 

The  gates  of  the  factory  had  been  closed  to 
keep  out  an  ever-increasing  crowd.  All  the 
w^orkmen  were  outside,  for  if  the  madman 
should  use  the  cartridges  in  his  possession 
there  was  no  estimating  the  force  and  danger 
of  the  explosion.  Just  inside  the  gate  a  group 
composed  of  the  superintendent,  foreman  and 
several  constables  anxiously  discussed  every  pos- 
sible method  of  securing  the  man  wdiom  liquor 
had  made  such  a  menace  to  life  and  property. 

"  One  thing  is  certain,"  said  the  superintend- 
ent, grimly,  '' I '11  discharge  every  one  I  see  or 
hear  of  going  into  that  rum-hole  on  the  corner, 
from  this  day  forward.     Woodrow  is  one  of  our 
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best  workmen  when  he  is  sober;  now  look  at 
Iimi !  Ah,  here  comes  his  wife.  Heavens  and 
earth  !  does  she  think  that  little  chap  can  do 
anything  ?  " 

''  There  's  more  to  him  than  there  looks,"  said 
the  foreman.  "  He 's  the  teacher  from  the 
academy  that  keeps  a  night-school  three  nights 
a  week  in  the  old  store-room.  Hello,  Mr.  Pinley, 
Billy  's  on  a  tear  this  time,  sure." 

"  Billy  '11  ate  him  aloive,"  prophesied  one  of 
the  workmen.  The  crowd  pressed  closer  to  the 
gate,  and  a  gray -haired  man,  the  same  Muffler 
and  Levis  had  noticed  in  the  storeroom,  squeezed 
himself  in  after  Mr.  Pinley. 

"I'll  niver  see  the  tacher  goin'  in  there  to 
thry  him  alone,  alone,"  he  said,  and  the  words 
were  echoed  by  several  more  of  the  professor's 
pupils  among  the  workmen,  who  pushed  their 
way  through  to  his  side. 

The  little  man  gently  waved  them  back. 
"Thank  you,  Mike,  thank  you,  Gottlieb — all 
of  you,  but  if  I  can  do  anything  at  all  I  can 
only  do  it  alone.  If  he  sees  several  of  us  com- 
ing, he  will  be  sure  to  think  it  an  attack." 

He  crossed  the  yard  and  the  observers  held 
their  breath  to  see  him  go  directly  to  the  barri- 
caded shop,  and  call  in  quite  his  ordinary  tone, 
"Mr.  Woodrow,  oh,  Mr.  Woodrow,  are  you 
busy  ?  " 

The  clattering  and  shouting  ceased,  and  after 


144  PROCESSOR  PIN 

a  moment  or  two  that  seemed  hours,  Woodrow 
called  out,  "-  Is  that  you,  Mr.  Pinle}'  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  want  some  fish  for  dinner,  and  you 
know  I  always  get  you  to  pick  it  out  for  me." 

At  the  request,  one  made  many  an  evening  to 
get  him  home  without  having  to  pass  the  place 
of  his  temptation,  Woodrow  was  again  silent  for 
a  few  breathless  seconds. 

Then  they  heard  him  chuckling  as  he  had 
done  many  a  time  before.  ''  Professor  at  the 
academy,  and  can't  tell  a  good  fish  from  a  bad 
one !  Oh,  you  teachers  and  preachers  do  n't 
know  anything  but  books  !  " 

"  Will  you  go  ?  "  asked  the  professor  again. 

"  'Course  I  '11  go.  Wait  till  I  wash  my  hands 
and  get  off  this  apron." 

They  heard  him  tumbling  the  barricade  to  the 
floor,  and  he  came  out  still  chuckling. 

''A  good  joke,  good  joke!  Professor  at  the 
academy,  and  don't  know  enough  to  buy  a 
fish!"  ^ 

Mr.  Pinley  took  his  arm  and  led  him  toward 
the  side  gate,  which  opened  on  the  street  nearest 
the  fish  market.  The  constables  ordered  back 
the  curious  crowd  that  would  have  thronged 
about  them,  and,  being  prevented,  swarmed  into 
the  factory  yard  after  the  workmen. 

The  fit  of  mania  was  over ;  the  machinist, 
grown  weak  from  reaction,  meekly  allowed  him- 
self to  be  taken  home  and  put  to  bed.     AVhen  he 
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slept  at  last  under  the  influence  of  sedatives,  Mr. 
Pinley  returned  to  his  duties  at  the  academy. 

The  Meridien  Stai\  published  weekly,  spoke 
of  the  professor's  act  as  ''  most  heroic,"  gave  in- 
terviews with  the  superintendent,  foreman  and 
others,  and  eulogized  the  little  man  in  a  way 
that  would  have  embarrassed  him  terribly.  But 
by  the  time  the  article  appeared,  the  professor's 
ears  were  dull  to  praise  or  blame. 

10 
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and  falsehood  cunningly  in  his  descriptions,  until 
the  feeling  against  the  little  professor  grew 
vengeful. 

''  I  '11  wager  anything  you  like,"  he  concluded, 
''  that  he  will  be  round  here  to-night  to  see 
whether  we  are  keeping  rules  or  not." 

"  If  I  catch  him  at  it,  I  will  put  him  under  the 
pump  myself,"  said  Levis,  with  sudden  fury. 

"And  get  shipped,  of  course.  Wait,  we  will 
hit  on  something  worth  two  of  that." 

Later  they  saw  Brams  on  the  little  third  story 
balcony,  peering  into  the  urns  that  the  railing 
supported  at  each  corner.  Afterward  he  sum- 
moned several  of  the  principal  malcontents  to  a 
secret  conference. 

"If  you've  noticed,  boys,"  he  said,  "when  Pin 
comes  on  his  sneak  expeditions  he  keeps  to  the 
left  side  of  the  path  and  comes  up  the  left  corner 
of  the  steps.  "Now  the  corner  prop  of  the  bal- 
cony railing  up-stairs  is  loose,  and  the  front  part 
of  the  top  rail  has  shrunk  away  from  the  side 
piece.  A  push  to  the  prop  at  the  right  minute, 
the  rail  slants  down  to  the  balcony  floor,  and  if 
there  should  be — if  there  should  be  any  water 
in  the  urn  " 

"  Hurrah ! "  said  Dacres,  executing  a  pigeon 
w^ing,  "flop  it  goes  on  the  professor's  silk  hat." 

"  And  if  the  urn  goes  flop  too,"  said  Levis,  "  it 
will  smash  the  professor's  head." 

"  It  can't.     It 's  fast  to  the  rail  and  will  only 
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tip.  I  looked  out  for  that.  One  jerk  of  Joe's 
mighty  paws  at  that  prop  " 

"  You  may  count  my  mighty  paws  out,  right 
now,"  said  Muffler.  "  I  '11  have  nothing  at  all  to 
do  with  it." 

"  Oh,  ho,  Joey !  Is  little  Pin  to  walk  right 
over  you  ?  " 

"  I  '11  see  that  big  Charlej^  does  n't,"  growled 
Muffler,  slamming  his  door  shut. 

His  defection  was  a  momentary  damper,  but 
the  desire  to  play  a  trick  on  the  supposed  spy  led 
to  the  adoption  of  Brams'  plan.  Brams  himself 
slyly  filled  the  urn.  Dacres  and  a  comrade  prom- 
ised to  patrol  the  campus  for  two  or  three  nights 
and  bring  instant  word  of  the  professor's  ap- 
proach. 

An  atmosphere  of  uneasiness  and  unrest  hung 
about  the  Barracks  that  afternoon.  Tip  seemed 
literally  possessed,  and  Muffler,  after  several 
rushes  to  his  defence,  and  the  payment  of  nearly 
a  dollar  for  damages,  at  last  chained  him  to  the 
table  leg. 

Because  of  his  previous  delay,  a  double  task  of 
letter-writing  had  fallen  to  Joe's  share  that  week. 
Tip,  enabled  by  the  length  of  his  chain  to  reach 
the  table  top,  quickly  spoiled  a  whole  laborious 
page  before  the  writer  saw  what  he  was  doing. 

For  almost  the  first  time.  Tip  felt  the  weight 
of  his  master's  hand.  Then  Muffler  chained  him 
to  the  bedpost  in  the  farthest  corner  of  the  room. 
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"  Now  see  who  you  can  bother,"  he  soliloquized. 
When  Levis  entered  a  few  moments  later.  Tip 
was  crouching  disconsolately  on  the  top  of  the 
footboard. 

"  Hello,  old  fellow,  you  're  in  disgrace !  What 's 
he  been  doing,  Joe?" 

'^  You  'd  better  ask  what  he  has  n't  been  doing  ? 
I  've  heard  of  him  from  one  end  of  the  Barracks 
to  the  other.     This  is  his  latest." 

He  held  up  the  ruined  page.  ''  It  took  me  an 
hour  to  write  that,  a  plumb  hour,  and  now  I've 
got  it  all  to  do  over  again." 

"  What  a  pretty  hand  your  stepmother  writes," 
said  Levis,  examining  the  envelope  that  lay  at 
Muffler's  elbow. 

"  Does  n't  she  ?  And  she 's  just  like  that — little 
and  pretty  and  fine.     Bead  what  she  says." 

"  It  is  a  capital  letter,  Joe,"  said  Levis,  refold- 
ing the  missive.  "  If  you  were  her  own  son  she 
could  hardly  think  more  of  you." 

''It  has  been  like  that  always."  Joe  leaned 
back  in  his  chair,  regarding  the  letter  with  a 
pride  that  was  pleasant  to  see.  "I  was  a  big, 
overgrown  lubber,  thirteen  or  so,  when  she  first 
came  to^us,  and  fought  shy  of  her — boy-fashion. 

"One  day  she  caught  me  and  some  of  the 
neighbor  boys  tormenting  a  cat.  I  '11  never  for- 
get how  she  looked  nor  how  they  ran.  She  broke 
off  a  lilac  switch  and  laid  it  over  me  with  all  her 
might.     It  did  n't  hurt,"  said  Muffler,  smiling  at 
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the  recollection ;  ''  I  wisked  it  would.  Then  in  a 
minute  she  threw  it  down  and  put  both  arms 
round  my  neck.  '-  O  Joe,'  she  said,  crying  as  if 
her  heart  would  break,  '  how  could  you  ?  how 
could  you  ? ' 

"-  Well,"  clearing  his  throat,  "  there  has  n't  been 
a  day  since  that  she  could  n't  have  had  my  eyes 
if  she  wanted  them.  I  am  wearing  'em  out  over 
these  old  books  because  she  thinks  there 's  nothing 
like  an  education." 

"  What  is  her  opinion  of  the  prize-ring  ?  "  Levis 
asked,  mischievously. 

Muffler  looked  at  him  sidewise.  "  Oh,  you 
know.  There  are  some  things  she  understands 
better  than  anj^body  else  and  some  things  she 
doesn't.  I  sha'n't  tell  her  about  the  Twister, 
though  I  have  heard  her  say  it 's  necessary  some- 
times to  thrash  a  scamp." 

Levis  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  table,  thoughtfully 
balancing  the  letter  on  the  end  of  his  forefinger. 
''Was  this  the  reason  you'd  have  nothing  to  do 
with  Charley's  circus?" 

"  Partly,"  said  Muffler,  dipping  his  pen  into  the 
ink. 

Levis  took  the  hint  and  a  book,  but  in  a  very 
short  time  he  threw  the  latter  down  and  sprang 
impatiently  up. 

"  I  believe  I  'm  getting  nervous,  Joe.  Put 
away  your  letter  and  come  out  for  a  tramp." 

"  All  right.     Wait  till  I  shut  Tip  up."     Tip's 
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cage  hung  outside  of  the  window  on  two  strong- 
hooks,  firmly  bedded  in  the  mortar.  He  whined 
for  a  time  after  being  incarcerated ;  then,  catch- 
ing sight  through  a  knot-hole  in  the  bottom  of 
his  cage  of  a  flock  of  chickens  dusting  themselves 
beneath,  he  seemed  to  forget  his  imprisonment  in 
the  enticing  spectacle. 

While  on  their  tramp,  Levis  and  Muffler  met 
some  acquaintances  returning  from  the  town.  To 
a  question,  "  What 's  the  news  ?  "  one  of  them  re- 
plied, ''The  machine  shops  came  near  being 
blown  up  to-day."  The  story  had  been  learned 
at  second  or  third  hand,  and  it  had  passed 
through  the  usual  changes  of  a  story  thus  re- 
peated. 

"  A  crazy  man  locked  himself  in  with  the  dyna- 
mite. And  you  VI  better  believe  everybody  else 
ran  for  dear  life.  Then  the  man's  little  boy  went 
in  where  nobody  else  dared  to  go  ;  went  right  up 
to  the  shop  where  his  father  was  raging  round 
with  an  iron  bar  in  his  hands  and  coaxed  him 
out.     Plucky  thing  for  a  kid  to  do,  was  n't  it  ?  " 

Who  could  have  connected  Professor  Pinley's 
hasty  departure  with  the  weeping  woman  and 
this  story? 

Dark  found  the  scouts  hovering  about  in  the 
shadows  of  the  trees  outside,  and  the  conspirators 
gethered  in  Brams'  room.  Brams  was  the  life  of 
the  company.  He  told  stories,  joked  Levis  about 
his  sober  face,   and  fed  Tip  witli  tafi'y  for  the 
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general  amusement.  In  the  midst  of  their  mirth, 
Dacres  rushed  in  with  a  loud  whisper,  "  He  is 
coming ! " 

Muffler  started  toward  his  own  room.  "  Take 
that  tormented  coon  along  with  you,"  whispered 
Brams.     "  Come,  Homer." 

Levis  hesitated.  "  I  'm  not  going,"  he  said  at 
last.* 

"  Not  going  !  Well,  if  I  ever  I  Are  you  afraid 
of  little  Pin,  too?" 

"  Look  out,  Charley,"  said  Levis,  with  a  sudden 
flash  of  his  blue  eyes.  He  sat  down  and  picked 
up  a  paper. 

Left  alone,  he  threw  it  aside  and,  with  his  head 
in  his  hands,  strained  his  ears  to  listen — for 
what  ?  Then  muttering  to  himself,  "  There 's  no 
use  staying  here,"  he  went  out  of  the  room  very 
softly — why,  he  hardly  knew. 

There  in  the  shadowy  niche  from  Avhich  opened 
the  door  of  No.  19  was  Professor  Pinley. 

Stooping  down  to  the  keyhole — yes.  Why  to 
that  when  he  knew  the  room  was  empty  ?  Stop  ! 
He  was  unlocking  the  door,  creeping  into  the 
dark,  vacant  room  like  a  cat.  Dim  as  the  light  in 
the  hall  was,  his  errand  was  revealed  to  the  keen, 
watchful  eyes.  He  put  some  books  on  the  table, 
and,  with  the  same  caution,  stole  out  to  face  the 
tall  watcher. 

He  was  so  disturbed  that  it  seemed  a  question 
whether  he  would  fall  down  or  run  away.   Before 
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he  could  do  either,  Levis  had  him  by  the  hand. 
The  big  fellow's  face  was  all  aglow. 

"  Professor,  you  're  a  brick  !  "  he  whispered. 
''  You  've  been  trying  to  do  this  before,  have  n't 
you  ?  " 

"  How  did  you  know  ?  "  The  little  man  Avas 
more  disturbed  than  ever.  "  There  was  always 
some  one  about.  Pray,  say  nothing  of  it,  Mr. 
Levis.  He  needs  the  books  badly,  poor  fellow.  I 
thought  if  he  found  them  here  and  nothing  w^as 
said,  he  might  be  induced  to  use  them.  You  will 
be  silent,  Mr.  Levis." 

"Professor,  I — I  can't.  The  boys — have  got 
the  wrong  idea.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  I 
beg  it  a  thousand  times." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  little  man,  gently.  The 
boyish,  hearty  repentance  did  not  give  him  the 
pleasure  it  would  have  done  even  the  day  before, 
for  the  professor's  sense  of  failure  was  complete. 
"  Say  as  little  as  you  can,  please.  I  want  his  feel- 
ings spared." 

He  withdrew  his  hand  and  hurried  away. 
Levis  took  two  strides  across  to  his  own  room 
and  burst  in  on  Muffler  like  a  tornado. 

"  Joe,"  he  cried,  "  we  've  everlastingly  missed 
'it !     Pin 's  all  right.     He  's  a  little  brick,  Joe." 

"  How  did  you  find  out  ?  Do  the  boys  know  ?  " 
asked  Muffler,  and  the  question  sent  Levis  flj^ing 
up  to  the  third  story,  three  steps  at  a  bound. 

He  tore  his  way  through  the  group  at  the  end 
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of  the  hall,  dashing  them  aside  as  if  they  had 
been  ninepins.  "  Hold  on,  boys — we  're  all 
wrong;  Pin's  no  spy.  Stop,  Charley — we're 
wrong,  I  tell  you." 

Just  one  moment  too  late.  Even  as  he  threw 
himself  on  Brams,  the  corner  prop  was  pulled 
away.  It  may  have  been  that  his  onslaught 
hastened  the  final  catastrophe.  For  though  the 
wooden  urn  remained  fast  to  the  railing,  the 
whole  front  rail  itself  broke  loose  from  both  cor- 
ners and  fell  outward.  To  the  day  of  his  death 
Homer  Levis  will  never  forget  the  sound  of  the 
groan  that  echoed  its  fall. 


CHAPTER  XYI 

GOODWIN   AND    HIS    ENEMY 

Muffler  sat  at  the  table  Avith  paper  before 
him  and  a  pen  in  his  hand.  That  is,  it  was  some- 
times in  his  hand,  sometimes  behind  his  left  ear, 
sometimes  behind  the  right  one,  sometimes  thrust 
into  the  ink,  only  to  be  withdrawn  and  untidily 
wiped  on  his  hair ;  again  he  would  bite  the  end 
of  it  and  frown  at  the  ceiling.  Evidently  he  was 
having  a  harder  time  than  usual  with  his  weekly 
epistle. 

Levis  came  in,  walking  as  if  he  were  tired,  and 
Joe  dropped  the  pen  with  an  anxious  "  How  is  he 
to-day,  Homer  ?  " 

At  a  grave  shake  of  his  companion's  head  his 
own  face  lengthened.  "What  do  the  doctors 
say?"  he  asked. 

"Nothing  very  encouraging.  His  hat  broke 
the  force  of  the  blow,  which  was  a  slanting  one 
or  he  would  have  been  killed  outright.  Do  you 
remember,  Joe,  his  muttering,  when  we  picked 
him  up,  '  Do  n't  blame  any  one  ! — do  n't  blame 
any  one ! '  "  There  was  a  sudden  break  in  the 
giant's  voice. 

"  If  I  was  ever  glad  of  anything  in  my  life," 
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said  Muffler,  jabbing  his  pen  viciously  into  the 
inkstand,  ''glad  clear  through,  inside  and  out,  it 
is  that  I  had  no  hand  in  that  business." 

"  If  I  was  ever  sorry  for  anything  in  my  life," 
said  Levis,  "  sorry  in  and  out,  up  and  down,  from 
crown  to  heel  and  A  to  izzard,  it  is  that  I  did  n't 
choke  the  whole  thing  off  at  the  beginning." 

He  tossed  his  hat  upon  the  table  and  clasped 
his  hands  above  his  head.  "You  know  we've 
wondered,  Joe,  why  he  chose  to  board  down 
there  with  such  a  tribe.  "Well,  he  did  it  to  help 
them.  The  woman  says  he 's  the  best  friend  they 
ever  had.  She 's  nearly  cried  her  eyes  out,  and  you 
ought  to  see  those  kids  try  to  keep  still.  Where 
was  our  common  sense,  Joe?  AVe  might  have 
known  a  man  like  that  could  nH  be  mean.  Do 
you  remember  the  night  school  ?  " 

''Yes,"  said  Muffler,  absently  twirling  a  bit  of 
paper  round  his  fingers.  "  What  in  the  name  of 
sense  is  that  ?  " 

Something  that  was  tumbled,  scratching  and 
whining,  over  the  transom  just  as  something  else 
struck  the  door  with  a  bang.  The  mild,  spec- 
tacled face  of  Willis  appeared  at  the  door,  while 
Tip,  covered  with  a  yellow  substance  that  left  a 
trail  on  the  carpet,  took  refuge  with  his  master. 

"  I  did  not  notice  your  door  was  open,  Joe,  and 
put  Tip  in  over  the  top — I  'm  so  used  to  that  way 
myself.     Yance  was  after  him  with  a  boot." 

"Let   him   come   right  along,"  cried  Muffler, 
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vaulting  over  the  table.  "  After  Tip,  was  he  ? 
Just  let  me  see  you  touch  him,  Al  Yance." 

"  Then  keep  your  old  coon  at  home,"  shouted 
Vance,  in  a  towering  rage.  "  I  put  some  custard 
out  to  cool  and  he  turned  the  whole  thing  over." 

"  Why  did  n't  you  put  it  out  of  his  reach  ?  .  I 
hope  the  stuff  won't  poison  him.  AVhat  was  it 
worth,  anyway  ?     I  '11  settle  for  it." 

"  Settle  nothing,"  grumbled  Vance.  "  I  'm 
tired  of  eating  after  a  coon.  1  wish  somebody 
would  make  him  into  'possum  pie." 

"  He  'd  better  leave  here  by  lightning  express 
— that  cook.  And  if  you've  got  anything  more 
to  say  against  Tip,  Mr.  Vance,  you  say  it  to  me ; 
now  mind." 

"  The  coon  is  a  nuisance,"  said  Goodwin.  He 
had  just  entered  the  Barracks  on  his  return  from 
Mr.  Farnsworth's. 

"What  business  is  it  of  yours,  I'd  like  to 
know  ?  "  said  Muffler,  turning  fiercely  on  him. 

"  It  is  anybody's  business  that  has  been 
bothered  by  the  animal.  You  've  no  right  to  let 
the  creature  run  loose  and  annoy  other  people." 

"  I  've  a  notion  to  cuff  you,"  Joe  threatened, 
but  he  did  not  move,  and  Goodwin  went  disdain- 
fully by  him. 

This  was  his  welcome  back  after  a  week's 
absence.  Not  a  word  of  greeting ;  not  even  one 
"  Hello,  Goodwin  ! "  His  own  fault  ?  Yes,  in 
large  measure,  but  if  he  had  realized  that,  which 
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perhaps  he  did  in  part,  it  would  not  have  lessened 
the  sense  of  isolation. 

Yet  when  he  reached  his  room,  on  the  table 
were  the  books  he  had  been  needing;  on  the 
floor  a  message  from  "  Amicus." 

"  Welcome  back,  my  boy  !  If  they  have  n't 
kept  you  too  busy  out  in  the  country,  Mr.  Stevens 
would  like  to  have  you  come  down  and  saw  some 
wood  for  him.  Pays  fifty  cents  a  cord  for  it,  cut 
into  stove  lengths,  and  will  keep  the  job  for 
you  till  Tuesday  night. 

"  You  are  true  grit,  Goodwin,  and  grit  wins,  but 
for  pity's  sake  don't  be  afraid  of  your  friends." 

''  Not  of  you,  God  bless  you ! "  Robert's  hand 
rested  almost  tenderlj^  on  the  books.  How  res- 
olutely he  had  refused  them  when  they  were 
first  offered  !  How  gratefully  he  accepted  them 
now  ! 

He  resolved  to  study  harder  than  ever;  to 
make  up  so  far  as  one  pupil  could,  by  respect  and 
attention,  for  the  misconduct  of  the  others.  He 
was  furious  when  he  thought  of  that  last  recita- 
tion. 

However,  it  was  Tuesday  afternoon  and  rapidly 
growing  late ;  the  first  thing  to  do  was  to  see 
Mr.  Stevens. 

"'  Hello !  here  you  are  at  last,"  said  the  jolly 
stove  dealer.  ''Not  aching  for  work  quite  so 
badly  as  you  were  before,  eh  ?  " 

Robert   explained   his   delay,  and  asked  if  he 
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could  work  as  he  had  done  before — ?jefore  and 
after  recitations. 

"  Oh,  yes.  IS^o  hurry,  so  you  keep  the  wood- 
box  full.  My  wife  likes  wood  to  cook  with,  and 
as  she  is  a  pretty  good  cook,  I  humor  her  all  I 
can.    JIow  's  the  sick  professor  ?  " 

"  The  sick  professor  !     What  sick  professor  ?  " 

"  Why  the  little  one  who  was  hurt  by  the  fall 
of  part  of  an  old  balcony.  Old  wasp's  nest ;  it 
ought  to  have  been  taken  down  long  ago.  Yet  it 
looked  solid  enough." 

"  It  has  happened  since  I  went  away,"  said 
Goodwin,  turning  pale.  "Was  it  Professor 
Pinley  ?  Ilow  did  it  happen  ?  Is  he  badly 
hurt  ?  " 

"  Xext  door  to  being  killed.  The  railing  fell 
on  him  last  Friday  evening  just  as  he  was  com- 
ing out  of  the  dormitory,  and  he 's  been  out  of 
his  head  ever  since." 

Plainly  his  hearer  was  very  mu^h  affected  by 
the  news ;  so  much  affected  that  Mr.  Stevens  in- 
dulged in  a  bit  of  confidence.  lie  lowered  his 
voice  to  say,  "  There  are  some  who  suspect  it 
was  n't  altogether  an  accident." 

"  Not  an  accident  ?  " 

"  Not  altogether.  The  professor's  clothes  were 
all  wet  and  water  was  splashed  all  over  the  steps. 
The  janitor  thinks,"  Mr.  Stevens  unwittingly  re- 
vealed his  informant,  "  that  some  of  the  boys 
only  meant  to  throw  water  on  him ;  but  the  rail 
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was  loose  and  they  accidentally  knocked  it  out. 
That 's  what  the  boys  themselves  say  ;  that  they 
were  skylarking  on  the  balcony  and  hit  the  rail 
by  accident.  But  the  old  wooden  urn  could  n't 
have  been  filled  with  water  by  accident." 

''  No,  and  I  know  who  filled  it,"  cried  Goodwin. 
"  He  tried  something  like  this  before,  but  I  hap- 
pened to  catch  him  at  it.  Mr.  Pinley  let  him 
ofi"  then,  but  I'll  see  that  he  gets  justice  this 
time." 

He  rushed  out  of  the  store,  leaving  Mr.  Stevens 
startled  by  his  manner  and  already  repentant  at 
having  betrayed  the  janitor's  confidence. 

The  usual  group  of  loungers  were  in  the  room 
next  to  his  own,  when  Goodwin  burst  upon  them 
and  went  straight  to  Levis. 

''You've  done  it  at  last !"  he  cried— ''killed 
Professor  Pinley.  I  have  just  heard  of  the  acci- 
dent. Accident/  I  know, — mind  you,  I  know 
— of  your  trying  this  same  trick  on  him  once  be- 
fore. Now  I  am  going  to  the  faculty  with  the 
whole  stor}^" 

There  was  a  general  uprising  and  cries  of 
"He's  crazy!"  "Put  him  out!"  "Tie  him 
down  !  "     "  What  ails  the  fellow  ?  " 

"  I  wish  you  'd  shut  that  door,  George,"  said 
Levis,  who  alone  remained  quietly  seated.  "  Now, 
Mr.  Goodwin,  please  explain  yourself." 

"  I  saw  you,"  raged  Goodwin,  "  I  saw  you — 
that  time  you  put  a  pail  of  water  on  the  door  of 
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No.  6.  Oh,  you  can  lie  about  it  all  you  please, 
but  I  saw  you.     That  I  '11  swear  to." 

"  Well,  if  ever  I  'd  stand  that ! "  ejaculated 
Muifler,  while  Miner  suggested,  "  Throw  him  out 
of  the  window,  Homer.-' 

"  Boys,""  Levis  stood  up,  towering  above  the 
excited  throng,  "as  this  seems  particularly  my  af- 
fair, perhaps  you'll  let  me  manage  it  my  own 
way.  You  say,  Mr.  Goodwin,  that  you  saw  me 
put  a  pail  of  water  on  the  door  of  Professor  Pin- 
ley's  class-room  ?  " 

His  calmness  had  its  effect  on  Goodwin,  who 
said  more  quietl}^,  "  No ;  but  I  did  see  you  one 
evening,  at  dusk,  jump  out  of  the  rear  window  of 
No.  6.  In  the  morning,  I  found  the  pail  on  the 
door  and  took  it  down  before  he  went  in.  He 
asked  me  not  to  speak  of  it.  I  never  have  until 
now." 

"  In  the  evening — at  dusk  ?  Where  were  you  ? 
in  your  room  ?  "  Goodwin  nodded.  "  And  you 
are  dead,  certain  sure  that  it  was  I." 

♦As  certain  as  that  I  stand  here,"  cried 
Robert  in  renewed  excitement.  "AVho  else 
could  stand  on  the  ground  outside  and  pull  down 
the  sash?" 

"Ah!"  said  Levis.  "Boys,  I  wish  you'd  all 
sit  quietly  down  again  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened. Joe,  I  wish  you  'd  ask  Charley  to  step 
here  a  minute." 

He  himself  took  a  favorite  position,  his  chair 
11 
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tipped  back,  his  feet  on  the  window-sill.  Except 
for  Goodwin's  presence,  the  room  had  taken  on 
its  usual  look  of  careless  ease. 

"  Oh,  Charlej^,"  Levis  said,  when  Brams  returned 
Avith  Muffler,  "  there 's  a  question  of  reach  here. 
When  you  put  that  pail  on  the  door  of  Professor 
Pin's  classroom,  did  you  have  to  stand  on  his 
table  or  could  you  reach  from  the  nearest  desk  ?" 

"  From  the  desk,  of  course,"  said  Brams  with 
an  accent  of  scorn.  ''My  reach  is  as  long  as 
yours  if  I  am  an  inch  shorter.  What  are  you  fel- 
lows laughing  at? " 

Levis  gave  his  cousin  a  curious  look  and  turned 
to  Goodwin.     "  Are  you  satisfied  ?  "  he  asked. 

Now  it  is  actually  true  that  until  the  moment 
of  Brams'  entrance,  Goodwin  had  forgotten  the 
evidence  of  his  own  ears  that  Levis  could  not 
possibly  be  the  person  he  had  seen  in  the  dusk. 
But  at  that  moment  he  did  remember  and  real- 
ized his  mistake.    He  muttered  confusedly, "  Yes." 

"  Your  other  accusation  is  just  as  utterly  and 
entirely  false." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  "  I  do  n't  sup- 
pose," said  Goodwin,  heavily,  "  that  it  is  of  any 
use  for  me  to  apologize." 

"  No.  It 's  liot  so  easy  to  get  over  being  called 
a  liar  twice  by  the  same  man — and  a  murderer 
into  the  bargain,'^  said  Levis,  turning  his  back 
upon  him.  « 

Goodwin   left   the   room  and  the  dormitory. 
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He  hurried  to  Mr.  Pinley's  lodgings.  Alas !  he 
received  no  encouragement  there.  Mrs.  Wood- 
row  broke  down  in  tears  as  she  gave  an  unfavor- 
able report,  and  Robert  turned  away  to  greater 
loneliness  than  ever.  That  the  indifference  of 
the  Big  Three  had  been  changed  to  active  hos- 
tility was  a  small  matter  compared  with  the  other 
sorrowful  thought  that  his  one  friend  lay  dying. 
Robert  took  up  his  work  with  a  heavy  heart. 


CIIAPTEE  XVII 

"  AS    WE    forgive" 

For  the  next  twenty-four  hours  even  Muffler 
fought  shy  of  Levis.  He  had  never  seen  the 
gay,  good-humored  giant  in  such  a  state  before. 
The  students  instinctively  moved  aside  to  give 
him  a  clear  path  when  they  saw  him  coming, 
and  confided  to  each  other  that  "  Homer  was 
red-hot." 

"White-hot,"  said  Dacres.  "He  's  fairly  pale. 
I  would  n't  be  in  Goodwin's  shoes  for  sixpence." 

"  Sixpence !  I  would  n't  be  in  them  for  fifty 
dollars,"  said  Vance. 

"  What 's  the  use  of  going  about  like  a  thun- 
der-cloud ? "  Brams  said  to  his  cousin.  "  Why 
don't  you  thrash  the  beggar  and  have  done  with 
it  ?     You  '11  feel  a  good  deal  better." 

"  Will  I  ?  "  said  Homer,  turning  on  him  fiercely. 
"Perhaps  I  might,  if  he  were  as  big  as  you." 

"  Pity  all  the  dunces  are  not  six  feet  four," 
growled  Brams,  when  Levis  was  out  of  hearing ; 
and  Joe,  who  always  took  his  chum's  part,  quickly 
rejoined,  "  Pity  some  of  the  biggest  do  n't  know 
when  to  hold  their  tongues." 

Charley  was  not  in  the  most  pleasant  of  tem- 
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pers  himself.  His  influence  had  waned  stead ih^ 
since  the  accident  to  Professor  Pinley.  Of  that 
accident  he  had  given  the  generally  accepted 
explanation ;  given  it  with  great  apparent  frank- 
ness and  regret.  'No  one  contradicted  him ;  no 
one  added  anything  to  his  account.  Rain  some- 
times tilled  the  urn ;  Brams  acknowledged  that 
it  was  full  and  that  two  or  three  of  them  were 
fooling  with  the  water ;  sprinkling  it  upon  each 
other, — which  indeed  they  had  done  while  they 
waited.  He  did  not  say  that  he  had  tilled  the 
urn  nor  for  what  purpose. 

"Charley  slicked  it  all  over  beautifully,"  said 
Dacres,  with  reluctant  admiration.  "  Told  the 
whole  truth  except  the  one  thing  that  made  all 
the  rest  a  lie." 

The  story  shielded  Dacres  himself  as  well 
as  the  others  concerned,  yet  few  of  them  were 
really  grateful  to  Brams  for  telling  it.  Very 
few  3^oung  people  of  ordinary  respectabilitj^  rest 
easy  under  the  burden  of  a  lie ;  most  of  those 
young  fellows  would  have  preferred  a  frank  con- 
fession. The  fall  of  the  rail  Avas  really  acci- 
dental, but  while  their  share  in  the  premeditated 
mischief  remained  unconfessed,  they  felt  them- 
selves not  only  responsible  but  guilty. 

According  to  the  peculiar  code  of  honor  in  col- 
leges and  academies,  however,  they  could  make 
no  confession  so  long  as  it  implicated  the  chief 
offender,  Avho  did  not  wish  to  confess. 
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So  the  little  professor  fought  his  losing  fight 
with  death,  and  the  lads,  who  had  learned  at  last 
his  real  value,  and  whose  mischief  had  resulted 
so  seriously,  carried  a  burden  that  did  not  make 
them  love  the  instigator  of  that  mischief  any 
better. 

Brams  felt  the  change  and  resented  it.  He 
had  never  been  as  popular  as  his  cousin  was,  yet 
his  sarcasm  and  his  cunning  had  given  him  a  sort 
of  leadership.  This  he  was  losing,  and  it  galled 
him. 

He  found  Tip  mumbling  over  an  orange  he 
had  left  peeled  on  the  table,  and  snatching  up 
the  poker  he  struck  the  coon  a  couple  of  blows. 
The  first  broke  Tip's  leg ;  the  second  stretched 
the  poor  creature  apparently  lifeless. 

Brams  repented  the  blow  almost  as  soon  as  it 
was  struck ;  the  more  as  his  door  stood  open  and 
some  one  paused  before  it  just  as  he  was  striking. 
He  wondered  why  he  heard  no  exclamation,  for 
Tip  was  almost  more  of  a  favorite  than  he  Avas  a 
nuisance.  The  mvstery  was  solved  when  Brams 
peered  into  the  corridor.  Frank  AVillis,  with  the 
vacant  gaze  of  a  somnambulist  was  trying  to  turn 
his  lock  with  a  penknife. 

''  He  's  safe  enough,"  thought  Brams.  "  He 
wouldn't  know  if  it  thundered." 

But  he  listened,  keeping  out  of  sight,  till  AVillis 
woke  up  to  the  futility  of  his  efforts  and  appealed 
to  his  next  door  neighbor  for  a  "boost"  or  a 
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chair.  Brams  heard  Muffler  come  out,  laughing, 
to  give  the  necessar}^  assistance,  and  shrank  still 
farther  back. 

Like  most  deceitful  people,  he  was  cowardly, 
and  had  no  fancy  to  face  the  wrath  of  "  Fight- 
ing Joe." 

"  He  '11  tear  the  Barracks  up  by  the  roots  if  he 
misses  Tip  and  does  n't  know  what 's  become  of 
him.  Every  one  of  us  that  has  ever  said  a  word 
against  the  coon  will  come  in  for  a  share." 

Then  he  remembered  the  sharp  passage  between 
Goodwin  and  Muffler  concerning  Tip  the  day  be- 
fore, and  picking  the  coon  up  he  laid  him  at 
Goodwin's  door. 

Meanwhile  Levis  was  making  his  daily  visit  to 
Professor  Pinley's  lodgings  to  ask  after  the  invalid. 

''He  had  an  awful  bad  night,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor's landlady,  tears  welling  in  her  tired  eyes, 
"but  he  seems  to  be  in  a  doze  now.  I  wonder 
if  you  could  sit  by  him  half  an  hour  and  give  the 
nurse  a  bit  of  rest.  He  's  most  worn  out  and  I  'm 
so  busy." 

"  Half  an  hour — two  hours  if  I  can  do  any 
good,"  said  Levis,  looking  at  his  watch.  "  You 
think  it  won't  disturb  him  to  rouse  and  see  a  new 
face  ?  " 

"He'll  never  know  it,  bless  you;  he  doesn't 
know  anybody  or  anything.  But  he  talks  a 
streak  ;  you  can't  think  how  beautiful  he  talks- 
out  of  the  Bible,  like  a  preacher,  poor  soul !  " 
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The  nurse  gratefully  welcomed  the  prospect  of 
an  hour's  rest  and  giving  Levis  a  few  whispered 
directions  he  went  away  to  lie  down. 

Left  alone,  the  young  man  stood  by  the  bed- 
side, feeling  a  rush  of  pity  and  regret  as  he  com- 
pared his  own  robust  health  Avith  the  weak  flame 
of  life  in  the  feeble  body  before  him. 

He  thought  remorsefully  of  the  times  he  had 
annoyed  the  faithful  little  teacher ;  especially  of 
that  last  recitation  in  the  Latin  class.  The  sick 
man  slowly  opened  his  eyes.  So  bright  they 
were,  and  with  so  earnest  a  look,  that  Homer 
could  not  help  thinking  he  had  roused  to  con- 
sciousness. 

"Do  you  know  me,  professor?"  he  said,  lay- 
ing his  hand  lightly  on  the  invalid's,  "do  you  re- 
member Levis  ?  " 

"  Forgive,"  spoke  the  professor  in  a  loud,  clear 
tone,  and  Levis  started,  "  forgive — as  you  would 
be  forgiven.  If  thy  brother  offend  thee — I  say 
unto  you — not  seven  times — forgive,  forgive.  It 
ma}^  be — thou  wilt  gain  thy  brother." 

The  bright  eyes  did  not  move  from  Homer's 
face,  though  his  head  rolled  from  side  to  side. 
"Forgive,"  he  repeated,  "forgive,  forgive." 

The  thin  hands  fluttered  weakly  about  the 
large,  strong  one.  Levis  took  them  gently  in  his 
own.  "  The  greatest  of  all  is  charity,"  mur- 
mured the  little  man,  and,  as  if  the  strength  and 
quiet  of  the  clasp  were  sedative,  he  fell  asleep. 
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"  The  most  natural  he  's  had,"  the  nurse  said, 
returning  with  an  apology  for  delay  and  looking 
much  refreshed.  Levis,  who  had  sc'arcely  dared 
to  move,  laid  the  professor's  hands  down  with 
infinite  gentleness,  and  stood  up,  drawing  a  long 
breath  of  relief. 

Partly  because  he  wanted  to  walk,  and  partly 
because  his  mind  still  dwelt  on  the  sick  man,  he 
\vent  round  by  the  factory.  The  air  throbbed 
with  the  beat  of  the  engine  and  rang  with  the 
clink  of  iron  and  steel.  While  Levis  stood  at  the 
gate,  the  German  lad  whom  he  met  the  night  he 
and  Joe  followed  Mr.  Pinley,  came  out,  and 
Levis  accosted  him. 

"  Where  was  it  that  the  crazv  man  shut  him- 
self  up  when  he  threatened  to  blow  up  the 
works  ?  " 

For  now  all  Meridien  knew  who  w^as  the  real 
hero  of  that  episode. 

The  boy  pointed  it  out.  ^^I  vork  dere,"  he 
said,  "  und  Mike  und  Hennessey  und  some  more. 
Billy  come,  und  he  have  cartridges,  two  big  fel- 
lers. 'Vat  you  do  mit  dose  ca'tridge?'  Mike 
he  say.  '  I  show  you  mighty  qvick  vat  I  do  mit 
um,'  say  Billy,  und  he  pick  up  a  crowbar. 
'  Xow,'  he  say, '  you  shump  out  of  here  like  light- 
ning,' und  I  dell  you  ve  shump.  Billy  vos  strong 
und  he  swing  dose  bar  like  it  vas  wood.  You 
do  n't  fool  mooch  mit  a  man  mit  a  crowbar  und 
ca'tridge,  hey  ?  " 
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"  Not  much,"  his  listener  agreed. 

"  Den  dey  all  shump,  for  he  yell  he  goin'  to 
blow  t'ings  up.  IJnd  ve  git  outside  here  und  no- 
body know  vat  to  do.  Mr.  Volsom  he  send  for 
Billj^'s  voman,  but  she  scared  like  de  rest.  She 
say  she  go  for  de  teacher  und  by  and  by  he  come. 
He 's  bully,  dot  teacher,  but  ain't  he  little,  dough  ? 

"  He  go  t'rough  de  gate,  und  he  so  little  it 
make  us  shamed.  So  me  und  Mike  und  Hen- 
nessey, ve  start  in,  too,  but  he  say,  '  No,  you  go 
back.     I  do  it  petter  by  myself.' 

"  Den  he  valk  straight  up  to  de  shop.  Billy 
he  just  banging  de  crowbar  und  yelling,  und  de 
teacher  say  qviet,  '  Mr.  Voodrow,  I  vant  some 
fish,'  just  like  dot,  so  funny !  '  Mr.  Voodrow,  I 
vant  some  fish.'  Und  pretty  soon  Billy  he  laugh 
und  come  out." 

The  scene  was  as  plain  to  Levis  as  if  it  had 
been  acted  before  him.  He  saw  the  little  pro- 
fessor with  his  high  hat  and  awkward  motions 
walking  across  the  empty  yard  and  the  breath- 
less crowd  watching  him.  He  could  hear  the 
madman's  yells  and  the  words  spoken  with  the 
professor's  usual  slight  stammer. 

"  Who  teaches  the  night-school,  now  ? "  he 
asked,  and  was  certainly  unprepared  for  the  an- 
swer, given  with  a  half  laugh. 

"  Billy." 

"  What !  the  crazy  man  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he 's  not  crazy,  only  when  he  bees  drunk, 
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und  he  say  he  nefer  drink  viskey  no  more.  Billy 
t'inks  lots  of  dot  teacher.  He  look  like  he  sick 
himself,  he  so  'fraid  he  die." 

"- 1  should  n't  think  he  knew  enough  to  teach." 

"Oh,  Billy's  smart.  He  bees  foreman  long 
ago  if  he  do  n't  viskey  drink." 

Levis  left  the  factory  and  took  a  long  tramp 
into  the  surrounding  country,  at  every  step  forc- 
ing down  the  anger  that  still  burned  hot  within 
him.  As  he  was  coming  back  into  town,  he 
overtook  Vance,  and  the  tall  middler,  who 
looked  like  a  boy  at  his  side,  thought  at  the 
first  glimpse  of  his  face,  "Hello!  Eichard  is 
himself  again." 

"  What 's  going  on  at  the  Barracks  ?  "  Vance 
asked,  as  they  neared  the  dormitory,  for  the 
sounds  of  uproar  were  plainly  audible.  "  What 
is  the  matter,  Frank  ?  " 

The  philosopher,  just  emerging  from  a  very 
deep  fit  of  abstraction,  rubbed  his  head  in  mild 
bewilderment.  "I  don't  quite  know,  yet  it 
seems  as  if  I  ought  to,  too.  It 's  something 
about  Tip's  getting  killed,  I  believe.  If  you  '11 
be  so  good.  Homer.     Ah,  yes  ;  thanks." 

"  If  anything  has  happened  to  Tip,  Joe  will  be 
frantic,"  said  Levis,  making  his  way  through  a 
crowd  of  students  that  were  gathered  in  the 
hall. 

Mufiler  was  frantic.  With  foot  and  fist  he 
was  assaulting  the  door  of  No.  19,  shouting  at 
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every  blow,  "  Come  out  here,  you  coward ; 
come  out,  or  I  '11  break  the  door  down." 

Levis  pushed  in  between  him  and  the  object 
of  his  attack.  "  Hold  on  here,  Joe ;  do  you  want 
to  pay  a  bill  for  repairs  ?    What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

''He's  killed  Tip,"  cried  Muffler.  "Charley 
and  Merrick  saw  Tip  dead  out  here  by  his  door. 
They  came  out  to  tell  me.  I  was  down  town, 
and  while  they  were  gone,  the  rascal  got  rid  of 
him.  Oh,  I  '11  settle  with  Mr.  Goodwin !  Stand 
out  of  the  way,  Homer." 

"  Stand  back  yourself,  Joe.  Let  the  door  and 
the  man  alone  till  you  knoAv  surely  what  he  has 
done,  and  what  you  are  doing.  Yes,  I  mean  it, 
Joseph — every  letter  of  it.     Stand  back." 


CHAPTER  XYIII 

A    CONFESSIOIN' 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  attitude  of  Levis 
nor  his  tone,  low  though  it  was.  The  surprise 
ahnost  took  Muffler's  breath. 

"Why,  Homer,  you're  surely  not  going  to 
take  up  for  a  fellow  that  talked  to  you  as  he 
did." 

"  I  am  going  to  see  that  he  has  fair  play,"  said 
Levis.  "  Does  this  look  as  if  you  were  likely  to 
give  it  to  him  ?  " 

The  lock  rattled.  "  He  's  coming  out,"  cried 
somebody,  and  the  crowd  pressed  closer,  eager 
to  witness  the  meeting.  Levis  caught  his  chum 
by  the  arms. 

"  Listen,  Joe,"  he  whispered,  "  you  can't  strike 
him  ;  you  know  you  can't.  A  half-starved,  un- 
dersized fellow  like  that." 

The  giant  was  the  one  person  in  the  building 
who  could  hold  Muffler,  but  he  could,  and  Joe 
knew  it.  He  made  one  futile  attempt  to  get 
away,  and  muttered,  "  Let  go ;  I  won't  touch 
him." 

The  door  opened  and  Goodwin  stepped  boldly 
out.  In  his  arms  was  the  coon.  Muffler  gave  a 
173    • 
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yell  of  delight  as  Tip  lifted  his  head  and  stretched 
out  a  paw. 

''  Handle  him  carefully,"  said  Goodwin,  sur- 
rendering the  creature  to  his  master's  eager 
hands.     '^  His  leg  is  broken." 

''  You  did  n't  do  it,  I  s'pose — you  like  him  so 
well,"  said  Muffler,  suspiciously. 

"  He  is  a  good  deal  of  a  nuisance  sometimes," 
said  Goodwin,  his  deep-set  eyes  meeting  Joe's 
Avithout  quailing.  "If  I  caught  him  at  my  vic- 
tuals, I  'd  be  very  apt  to  knock  him  over.  But 
I  found  him  out  here,  trying  to  crawl  with  a 
broken  leg,  and  I  could  n't  kill  the  thing  in  cold 
blood.  You  were  not  in  your  room  and  I  took 
him  into  mine  for  safety."  The  door  of  No.  19 
closed. 

"  Then  it  was  you,  Al  Vance,"  said  Muffler  to 
the  middler. 

''  I  've  just  come  in  with  Homer,"  Vance  pro- 
tested. ''And  though  he  makes  me  mad  some- 
times, you  know  I  'm  about  as  likely  to  kill  Tip 
as  you  are." 

"  If  I  find  out  who  did  it— if  I  do  "—  Muffler 
looked  battle  and  vengeance  from  one  to  an- 
other, while  Levis  impatiently  dragged  him  away. 

''  Oh,  drop  that,  Joe,  and  let  us  see  if  we  can't 
set  Tip's  leg." 

Levis  was  a  born  surgeon ;  having  had  consid- 
erable experience  with  disabled  dogs  and  chick- 
ens, he  Avent  confidently  to  Avork.     But  Avhen  he 
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came  back  from  the  laboratory  with  a  tiny  vial 
of  chloroform,  Muffler  loudly  objected. 

"You'll  be  sure  to  kill  him  with  that,  and 
then  I  shall  have  to  thrash  you." 

"  Fiddlesticks,  Joe !  You  know  you  could  n't 
if  you  tried.  Why,  I've  used  it  twenty  times. 
We  can't  make  him  hold  still  enough  without  it 
to  do  a  good  job." 

He  had  his  way.  The  leg  was  set,  splintered 
and  bandaged  very  neatly  and  scientifically.  But 
when  Tip  came  out  from  under  the  influence  of 
the  anaesthetic,  he  uttered  his  queer  little  whine 
every  time  he  moved,  and  at  each  whine  Joe's 
anger  rose  mightily. 

''You're  a  faithful  fellow,  Joe,"  said  Levis, 
watching  Muffler's  efforts  to  soothe  his  pet,  and 
he  sighed. 

"  I  '11  never  be  satisfied  till  I  find  out  who  did 
it,"  grumbled  the  amateur  nurse.  ''It  must  have 
been  somebody  on  this  floor,  for  the  poor  thing 
could  n't  have  crawled  up  or  down-stairs  with  his 
leg  in  this  fix.  I  wonder  if  Goodwin  told  the 
truth." 

"Of  course  he  did.  Couldn't  you  tell  that, 
Joe  ?  " 

"  Well " 

But  Levis  seemed  to  forget  that  he  had  any- 
thing to  say.  He  cleared  away  his  surgical  litter, 
piled  up  some  books  with  careful  precision  and 
again  ejeculated,  "  Joe  ! " 


176  PROFESSOR  PIN 

"  Well,"  said  Muffler,  looking  up. 

"JOE!" 

"  AVhj^  what  ails  you,  Homer  ?  You  act  as  if 
you  were  tongue-tied." 

"  T  am — almost.  Joe,  what  would  you  sa}"  if 
some  one  told  you  your  chum  was  a  sneak  and  a 
coward  ?  " 

"  I  do  n't  think  I  'd  say  much,"  said  Muffler.  ''  I 
should  probably  hit  him." 

"  It 's  true,  Joe.  Listen.  AVe  've  chummed  to- 
gether two  years.  Answer  me  fair  and  square  ; 
would  you  ever  have  imagined  that  I  was  a 
Christian — a  church-member  ?  " 

"  Lord,  no !  "  said  Muffler,  so  astonished  that  he 
was  almost  profane. 

"AVell,  lam." 

It  took  Muffler  several  moments  to  gather  his 
scattered  wits.  "When  did  it  happen?"  he 
asked  in  a  hushed  tone,  as  if  it  had  been  some 
calamity. 

"About  four  years  ago.  Just  before  I  came 
here." 

"  Oh  !  "  Muffler  seemed  relieved.  "  You  were 
hardly  old  enough  to  know  what  you  were  doing." 

Levis  half  sighed  and  half  laughed.  "  Oh, 
yes,  I  was,  Joe ;  I  wish  I  'd  known  as  certainly 
about  some  of  the  things  I  've  done  since.  But 
if  ever  I  was  sure  of  anything  in  mv  life,  I  was 
sure  of  that — for  half  a  year. 

"  Then  I  came  here  and  chummed  with  Charley. 
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Yon  know  how  Charley  talks,  Joe."  Muffler 
nodded.  "  There  were  George  and  Merrick  and 
you  and  a  lot  more — not  one  of  you  cared  for 
such  things." 

"  I  'd  never  have  bothered  you,  though,"  said 
Muffler,  warmly. 

"  I  know  that  now ;  I  did  n't  then.  Oh,  what 's 
the  use  of  blaming  anybody  else?  I  was  a 
coward  from  head  to  heel;  afraid  of  being 
laughed  at ;  afraid  to  say  my  soul  was  my  own — 
or  God's." 

"  What  set  you  to  thinking  about  it  now  ? " 
Muffler  asked,  after  another  pause. 

"  Little  Pin." 

"  Little  Pin  !  " 

"  Yes.  It  began  as  long  ago  as  the  day  he  took 
Aunt  Polly's  dog  from  the  shed  roof,  Avhen  he 
knew  we  were-Avatching  and  guying  him.  Some- 
how I  took  to  watching  him  regularly  after  that. 
I  never  saw  anybody  in  my  life  that  dreaded 
more  to  be  laughed  at,  but  it  never  made  any 
difference.  He  went  straight  on, and  did  what 
he  thought  was  right  the  best  he  knew  how. 

"  This  afternoon  I  stood  by  his  bed,  and  it 
came  to  me  what  a  big,  brave  soul  he  had  in  his 
puny  body  and  what  a  miserable,  scared  little 
one  there  was  in  mine.  And  I  made  up  my  mind 
that  from  this  time  forward  I  '11  show  where  I 
belong.  For  I  do  belong  there,  Joe,  and  I  am 
glad  and  thankful  that  I  do." 

12 
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He  had  never  looked  so  handsome  nor  so  manly 
in  all  those  recreant  years. 

"  But  I  lind  I  'm  a  good  deal  of  a  coward  yet, 
and  I  want  you  to  back  me  up,  Joe." 

''  You  ^  know  I  'm  not  the  least  bit  religious, 
Homer,"  said  Muffler,  thoughtfully  nursing  his 
knee. 

"  I  know ;  and  you  Ve  just  shown  me  pretty 
plainly  how  religious  /  ''ve  been.  But  you  can 
help  me  all  the  same.  Stand  by  me  while  I  try 
to  be  a  man." 

"I  will,  Homer." 

"  Sunday  morning  I  shall  march  myself  into  Dr. 
Farwell's  Bible  class.  It  will  be  a  good  deal 
easier  if  you  '11  go  with  me." 

"  I— I  will,  Homer." 

"And  next  Tuesday  night  sees  me  in  the 
prayer-meeting.     I  hate  to  go  alone,  Joe." 

"I'll  be  there.  Homer." 

"  Thank  j^ou,  Joseph  !     Shake," 

The  palms  struck  heartily  together.  "  Ah, 
Joe,"  said  Levis,  holding  his  friend's  hand,  "if 
you  had  been  in  my  place,  you  would  have  stuck 
to  your  colors  from  the  first." 

"Maybe,"  said  Muffler,  who  knew  that  he 
would,  though  he  was  too  loyal  to  say  so.  "  You 
know  I  'm  as  stubborn  as  a  mule." 

Levis  walked  musing  about  the  room,  then  with 
a  short  turn  faced  his  companion  again  and  a 
flush  rose  to  his  forehead. 
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"  I  am  going  to  turn  the  leaf  and  make  a  be- 
ginning to-night,  Joe." 

"  Go  ahead  ;  turn  as  many  as  you  like." 

The  giant  took  up  a  card  on  which  "  NO  AD- 
MITTANCE "  was  printed  in  glaring  capitals, 
and  hung  it  on  a  tack  outside.  When  he  and 
Muffler  had  an  industrious  fit  or  desired  to  be  left 
to  themselves,  this  was  their  way  of  notifying  the 
rest  of  the  Barracks. 

Then  he  went  to  his  trunk  and  began  burrow- 
ing down  in  its  depths,  tumbling  things  helter- 
skelter  about  him.  A  look  of  comprehension 
dawned  on  Muffler's  face ;  he  turned  to  his  own 
trunk  and  made  a  more  methodical  search.  When 
Levis  laid  a  black-covered  book  on  the  table,  Joe 
laid  another,  bound  in  brown,  by  its  side.  The 
friends  looked  at  each  other,  smiling,  and  then 
more  gravely  down  at  the  books. 

The  books — the  Book,  that  is  like  no  other; 
that  may  lie  unread,  unmarked  for  years,  and  then 
become  part  of  one's  very  existence  ;  the  Book 
that  is  at  the  foundation  of  the  best  civilization 
— the  truest  manhood  that  the  Avorld  has  ever 
known ;  the  Book  that  is  centuries  old,  and  al- 
ways new  ;  so  simple  that  a  child  may  read — so 
complex  that  the  wisest  cannot  wholly  under- 
stand. Comfort  for  the  weak,  the  sorrowing, 
the  aged  it  holds,  but  calls  the  young  with 
trumpet  call  to  service,  strife  and  victory. 

"  She  put  it  in  there,"  said  Muffler,  indicating 
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his  trunk.  "^  I  won't  ask  you  to  promise  to  read 
it,  Joe,'  she  said,  ^  but  when  you  can  Avrite  and 
tell  me  you  are  reading  it  of  your  own  free  will, 
I  shall  be  ve;ry  happy.'  I  thought  first,  'Now 
I  '11  have  something  to  write  that  she  will  like,' 
but,  after  all,  I  'm  only  doing  it  for  you.  Homer." 

"  I  know.  Perhaps  by  and  by,  though,  you  will 
find  that  you  are  doing  it  for  yourself." 

Which  indeed  came  to  pass  not  many  months 
thereafter,  and  "  Fighting  Joe "  took  service 
under  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

But  now  we  leave  him  at  the  parting  of  the 
ways. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

WHO    IS    AMICUS 

Mk.  Needham  had  never  liked  Goodwin.  The 
professor  was  very  conservative  and,  having  little 
originality  himself,  was  disposed  to  be  suspicious 
of  it  in  others.  Goodwin,  impatient  of  plati- 
tudes, quick  to  reason  and  perceive,  frequently 
came  into  collision  with  him.  The  fact  that 
Robert  took  many  a  short  cut  through  the  teach- 
er's most  elaborate  explanations,  gave  him  no  ad- 
ditional favor  in  that  gentleman's  eyes. 

"  I  found  a  shorter  solution  than  that,"  he 
said,  one  morning,  scarcely  waiting  for  Mr.  JN^eed- 
ham  to  finish  demonstrating  a  puzzling  mathemat- 
ical problem. 

"  Indeed  !     What  authority  did  you  consult  ?  " 

"No  authority  at  all.  I  thought  there  ought 
to  be  a  simpler  method,  and  I  worked  till  I  found 
one." 

"  Which  you  may  have  some  difficulty  in  explain- 
ing," said  Mr.  Needham,  nettled  by  Goodwin's 
self-sufficient  abruptness. 

"  I  '11  put  it  on  the  board  in  three  minutes."     . 

Without  waiting  for  an  invitation,  he  took  up 
a   piece   of   chalk.      But  the  incredulity  in  Mr. 
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Needham's  face,  and  the  ill-concealed  amusement 
of  the  class  disconcerted  him.  He  was  more 
easily  disturbed  by  such  things  than  formerly  ;  a 
secret  longing  for  friendship  and  approval  had 
gro\yn  on  him  since  the  ceasing  of  those  friendly 
letters. 

"The  class  is  waiting  for  you,  Mr.  Goodwin," 
said  the  professor,  with  ironical  politeness. 

Goodwin  began,  to  stop  perplexed  after  mak- 
ing half  a  dozen  figures.  ''If  you  will  give  me 
a  few  moments  to  think,"  he  urged,  "  I  am  sure 
I  can  recall  it." 

"  Our  time  is  limited.  You  can  make  the  ex- 
planation to  individuals  whenever  they  desire  it." 

Mr.  Needham  was  interrupted  again.  The 
philosopher,  himself  no  mean  mathematician, 
rose.  "  I  hope  you  will  allow  Mr.  Goodwin  to 
continue,  professor.     I  begin  to  catch  his  idea." 

Willis  was  a  favorite  with  everybody.  Mr. 
Needham  signed  to  Goodwin  to  proceed,  and 
Robert,  inspired  by  the  philosopher's  interest, 
began  anew.  In  a  few  moments  the  solution  was 
on  the  board,  so  clearly  stated  that  it  explained 
itself. 

Mr.  Needham  passed  it  by  without  comment, 
calling  the  attention  of  the  class  to  another  sub- 
ject, almost  before  the  last  figures  were  set  down. 
The  senior  Latin  had  fallen  to  him  during  Mr. 
Pinley's  illness.  Later  in  the  day,  while  hearing 
that  recitation,  he  corrected  Robert  so  often  and 
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SO  needlessly  that  the  hot-tempered  youth  rose 
in  open  rebellion,  and  was  ordered  from  the 
room. 

He  went  moodily  to  his  own  room,  stung  less 
by  Mr.  Needham's  severity  than  by  the  amused 
indifference  of  his  classmates.  Yery  sorely  he 
missed  the  patient  kindness  of  Professor  Pinley ; 
sorely  he  longed  for  one  of  the  silent  visitors  that 
had  cheered  so  many  a  solitary  hour.  He  took 
out  the  little  package  of  letters — he  had  kept 
them  every  one.  Was  the  warm  heart  that 
planned  them  to  grow  cold,  were  the  cheering 
helpful  words  of  "  Amicus  "  to  brighten  his  lonely 
life  no  more  ? 

At  that  very  moment  he  saw  an  answer  to  his 
last  question  caught  in  the  door-hinge.  How 
eagerly  he  flung  himself  upon  it !  How  carefully 
he  drew  it  out  so  that  not  one  precious  word 
should  be  destroyed ! 

"  I  have  just  heard  of  something  fine  for  you," 
wrote  Amicus,  "  if  it  is  not  too  late.  It  seems 
that  last  fall  Ansa  offered  a  year's  board  and 
tuition  for  the  best  thesis  on  the  American  Con- 
stitution, contributed  by  any  high  school  or 
academical  student  under  twenty  years  of  age. 
It  must  be  handed  in,  on  or  before  the  fifteenth 
of  next  month.  I  suppose  I  heard  of  it  when 
it  was  first  given  out,  but  it  had  slipped  my 
mind. 

"  Try  for  it,  Goodwin,  for  the  honor  of  alma 
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mater  as  well  as  your  own.  I  know  you  can  Avin 
and  am  more  sure  of  it  than  ever  now.  The 
boys  are  all  talking  about  the  way  you  took  the 
wind  out  of  Needham's  sails.  Oh,  you  can  win, 
my  son;  there's  no  doubt  about  that." 

"  I  will  surely  try,"  thought  Goodwin,  clench- 
ing his  hands.  Then  he  started  and  stared. 
Amicus  rarely  dated  his  communications,  but  this 
bore  '"  Tuesday  10th,  12  m.,"  in  one  corner — the 
noon  of  that  very  day ! 

Not  Professor  Pin  then !  By  no  possible 
chance  of  oversight  could  he  still  imagine  the 
writer  to  be  Professor  Pin — the  date  made  that 
certain. 

Not  Professor  Pin !  JVot  Professor  Pin ! 
Then  who  ?  and  why  ? 

Robert  spread  the  other  missives  out  on  the 
table  before  him.  As  he  read  them  over  now,  he 
saw  plainly  the  absurdity  of  supposing  that  Mr. 
Pinley  could  have  written  them.  And  yet  the 
idea  of  his  authorship  had  been  so  firmly  fixed  in 
Robert's  mind  that  even  with  the  positive  evi- 
dence of  his  mistake  before  him,  he  could  hardly 
give  it  up. 

If  not  the  little  professor,  who  then  ?  He  ran 
over  the  faculty  and  students  in  his  mind.  No, 
it  was  not  possible  to  imagine  any  one  of  these 
as  ''  Amicus  " — except  the  most  impossible  one 
of  all. 

''  Whoever  you  are,  God  bless  you  !  "  Goodwin 
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said  aloud.  "  I  will  do  my  best.  I  Avill  try  to 
prove  myself  worthy  of  such  a  friend." 

lie  took  out  his  small  stock  of  money  and 
counted  it  carefully  over,  putting  the  larger  part 
of  it  aside  for  the  next  term's  tuition  and  room 
rent.  The  rest,  a  very  small  amount,  he  set 
aside  for  food-. 

"  It  must  do.  I  can't  stop  to  earn  much  if  I 
finish  the  thesis  by  the  fifteenth."  And  he  set 
about  his  composition  at  once. 

Evidently  the  same  thought  had  occurred  to  his 
unknown  friend.  Twice  during  tfie  next  few 
days  he  found  notes  from  "-  Amicus,"  each  enclos- 
ing a  five  dollar  bill. 

"  Use  it  and  save  your  time,"  the  writer  urged. 
"  You  shall  have  the  chance  to  pay  it  back  when 
the  scholarship  is  won." 

But  Eobert  shook  his  head  and  put  the  money 
carefully  away,  though  his  food  grew  less  in 
quantity  and  poorer  in  quality  as  he  worked.  "  I 
can  stand  it  for  a  while,"  he  thought,  longing 
more  than  ever  for  success  that  it  might  reveal 
his  friend. 

Morning  after  morning  he  sat  in  chapel,  won- 
dering if  one  of  the  quiet,  dignified  faces  on  the 
rostrum  could  mask'  that  friendly  heart.  Every 
chance  pleasant  word  drew  his  quick  attention  to 
the  speaker ;  for  unaware  he  might  catch  the 
kindly  gleam  that' would  make  his  benefactor 
known. 
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"  It  seems  to  me  that  No.  19  is  thawing  out  a 
little,"  Muffler  remarked. 

"  I  should  think  he  might,"  Brams  rejoined, 
significantly. 

"  What  does  that  '  might '  mean,  Charley  ? 
What  mare's  nest  have  you  found  this  time  ?  " 

''I  don't  believe  that  he  depends  on  his  own 
fuel  for  thawing  purposes." 

For  some  time  past  the  students  who  burned 
wood  had  found  their  supplies  diminishing  faster 
than  the  owners'  use  of  them  warranted. 

"  Strange  you  fellows  do  n't  blame  Tip  for 
carrying  off  your  wood,"  Muffler  sarcastically  re- 
marked to  his  fellow  lodgers.  "  You  blame  him 
for  everything  else." 

But  that  was  while  poor  Tip  was  invalided 
with  a  broken  leg.  Now  that  he  was  beginning 
to  crawl  round  again  and  was  made  welcome 
everywhere.  Muffler  had  become  more  amiable. 

But  to  return.  "If  you  remember,"  Brams 
continued,  "  the  wood-bin  belonging  to  his  room 
is  empty  and  has  been  most  of  the  time." 

"  Goodwin  keeps  his  wood  in  a  box  in  his 
room,"  said  Miner.  "  I  've  seen  him  bring  up  a 
load  from  the  woods  in  Johnson's  hand-barrow 
many  a  time." 

"  Ah,  I  've  seen  him  round  in  there  among  the 
bins  many  a  time." 

"  It 's  the  shortest  way  up  from  the  woods,  is  n't 
it  ?     You  come  that  way  yourself,  do  n't  you  ?  " 
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''  I  have  my  wood  cut  and  hauled,  thank  you," 
said  Brams,  with  something  of  an  air.  Levis 
looked  quickly  up  at  him  and  thoughtfully  turned 
away. 

"  I  have  seen  GoOdwin  every  day  for  a  week, 
carrying  an  armful  of  dead  limbs  up  from  the 
woods,'-  said  Miner. 

"  They  last  well,  do  n't  they  ?  And  the  bins 
are  nearer  than  the  woods.  He  might  forget  oc- 
casionally." • 

"  Like  Frank  here,"  suggested  Levis. 

For  a  wonder  the  philosopher  was  lounging 
with  the  rest.  "  I  am  getting  over  that,"  he  re- 
marked, cheerfully.  "  Joe  has  n't  had  to  help  me 
for  three  days." 

"  Show  us  your  key,  Frank,"  said  Levis,  wink- 
ing at  the  others. 

"All  right,"  smiled  Willis.  He  felt  in  his 
right  trousers  pocket,  then  in  his  left,  then  went 
rapidly  through  those  in  coat  and  vest,  his  face 
growing  blank.     "I  declare,  I  believe  I  've  " 

"  Well,"  said  Muffler  when  the  laugh  had  died 
away,  ''glum  as  he  is,  I  don't  believe  Goodwin 
would  touch  a  sliver." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Willis. 

"We  think  differently,  don't  we.  Homer?" 
said  Brams,  addressing  his  cousin. 

"  I  do  n't  think,"  said  Levis,  carelessl}^  "  it 's  bad 
for  the  hair.  See  the  top  of  Joe's  head.  He  thinks 
so  much  that  his  scalp  is  beginning  to  show." 
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"No  such  thing."  But  Muttler  went  hastily  to 
the  k)oking-glass.  ''  Old  Scissors  got  a  closer 
clip  there,  that 's  all.  Why  do  you  and  Hoaiier 
think  differently  al)out  Goodwin,  Charley?" 

"  We  caught  him  acting  very  suspiciously  in  the 
alley  between  the  sheds  one  evening." 

''  You  did,"  said  his  cousin.  "  At  least  you 
said  so.     I  didn't  see  anything  suspicious." 

"  What !  not  when  he  picked  up  those  sticks 
and  t€)ok  them  along  with  him  ?  " 

"They  Avere  just  like  w^hat  he  was  carrying. 
I  think  he  had  dropped  them  wdien  he  went 
through  before.  Anyway,  I'd  hate  to  accuse  a 
man  of  stealing  on  no  better  evidence  than  that." 

"What  sort  of  evidence  did  he  have  wdien  he 
accused  you  of  murder  ?  " 

"  Look  here,  Charley,  if  I  have  dropped  that, 
can't  you  ?  " 

"You've  dropped  niost  things  lately — except 
psalm-singing." 

"  Keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,  Charley," 
said  Muffler,  when  Levis  did  not  reply,  and 
Brams  flung  himself  angrily  out  of  the  room. 
"  Charley  's  been  worse  than  anybody  else  since 
you  faced  about,"  Joe  said  to  his  chum  when  the 
two  were  alone. 

"  I  expected  that.  The  queer  thing  is  I  mind 
it  so  little.  I  am  tempted  to  cuff  him  sometimes 
— which  is  not  one  bit  Christlike,  Joe." 

"  That 's  it ;  that 's  what  catches  me.     '  When 
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you're  smitten,  turn  the  other  cheek.'  I  want  to 
turn  in  both  fists." 

"And  I.  But  when  I  stop  to  think  I  know 
the  other  is  the  best  way,  Joe.  Even  if  He  had 
not  said  it,  you  feel  so  much  better  afterward ; 
so  much  more  master  of  yourself,  and,  somehow, 
that's  the  hardest  thing  after  all.  You  can't 
knock  yourself  down,  though  you  'd  like  to  once 
in  a  while.  By-the-by,  do  you  notice  any  change 
in  Charley  ?  " 

"  Plenty  of  it.     He  grows  meaner  every  day." 

"Do  you  remember  Prex's  saying  the  other 
day  that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  standing 
morally  still ;  you  were  either  going  forward  and 
up,  or  downward  and  back." 

"  Charley  is  going  downward  and  back  as  sure 
as  you  live,"  said  Muffler,  in  a  tone  of  conviction. 

The  process  of  moral  degeneration  is  some- 
times so  slow  that  there  is  little  outward  evi- 
dence of  it,  and  sometimes  so  rapid  that  it  is 
patent  to  every  one.  The  first  rate  of  progress 
had  been  going  on  in  Charley  Brams  for  some 
years ;  the  second  seemed  to  set  in  after  the  in- 
jury to  Professor  Pinley. 

Before  that  time  he  usually  suggested  and  in- 
spired, leaving  Homer  with  his  recklessness  and 
Joe  Avith  his  persistence  to  carr}^  out  the  mischief 
he  plotted,  and  get  full  credit,  or  dis-credit,  for 
it,  while  he  kept  himself  in  the  background,  and 
was  considered  "quite  a  gentleman." 
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Now  his  suggestions  were  disregarded,  his 
leadership  had  fallen  into  disrepute.  Brams  re- 
sented being  listened  to  in  silence,  or  avoided, 
lie  began  to  be  reckless  in  his  turn  and  did 
things  that,  two  years  before,  he  would  have  be- 
lieved impossible.  So  easy  is  it  to  slide  down 
hill  when  once  started. 

He  still  kept  up  appearances  before  his  teach- 
ers, though  teachers  are  not  always  so  easily 
blinded  as  some  students  suppose.  Since  Mr. 
Pinley's  accident,  however,  excellent  order  had 
prevailed  at  the  Barracks.  Never  had  hours 
been  so  faithfully  observed,  nor  lights  gone  out 
so  promptly  at  tap  of  the  ten  o'clock  bell. 
Never  were  there  fewer  infractions  of  the  rules 
in  general,  nor  fewer  complaints  from  the  towns- 
people regarding  students'  pranks. 

"  The  little  mammy  will  be  pretty  Avell  satis- 
fied with  my  grades  this  term,"  said  Muffler,  seal- 
ing one  of  his  weekly  epistles.  "  I  've  never  had 
better  grades — nor  less  fun,"  he  added,  plain- 
tively. 

The  faculty  had  been  congratulating  them- 
selves on  the  general  good  order,  but  their 
satisfaction  was  disturbed  by  the  continued  dis- 
appearance of  the  students'  fuel.  "With  this  ex- 
ception, however,  and  the  occasional  invasions 
of  Tip,  whose  stiff  leg  taught  him  neither  pru- 
dence nor  honesty,  things  were  moving  very 
smoothly  at  the  academy. 
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There  came  a  day  when  Professor  Pinley  opened 
his  eyes  and  knew  the  face  that  bent  over  him. 
But  it  was  such  a  changed  face  that  after  look- 
ing at  it  for  a  moment  he  asked  feebly,  "Is  it 
you,  Mr.  Woodrow  ?  " 

"  Thank  God ! "  said  the  machinist,  with  a  sob 
and  a  gush  of  happy  tears. 

During  the  long  days  of  convalescence,  after 
the  trained  nurse  had  been  dismissed,  Mr.  Pinley 
had  full  opportunity  to  witness  the  wonder-work- 
ing power  of  God's  grace.  The  machinist  was 
indeed  a  new  man ;  the  desire  for  drink  had 
been  destroyed  by  the  only  Power  strong  enough 
to  break  that  terrible  chain. 

"  When  they  said  you  could  n't  get  well,  Mr. 
Pinley,  I  fell  to  praying  with  all  my  heart  that 
God  would  take  me — miserable,  worthless  thing 
that  I  was — and  leave  you.  And  all  in  a  moment 
like,  it  was  gone.  I  can  see  the  boys  drinking 
now  by  the  gallon,  and  there  is  n't  a  quiver  of  my 
heart  for  it.  I  've  known  some  men  that  stopped 
say  that  the  smell  of  it  would  drive  them  crazy 
with  craving  forever  after,  but  He's  taken  all 
that  away  from  me.  Maybe  it  is  because  I  was 
scared  at  that  crazy  turn,  but  I  do  n't  believe  it." 

"Nor  I,"  said  the  little  professor;  "it  is  the 
Lord's  doing,  and  marvelous  in  our  eyes." 

By  and  by  he  asked  about  the  night-school,  and 
Mr.  Woodrow  confessed  with  much  hesitation 
that  he  had  been  the  teacher. 
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''Poor  teaching,  you'll  think,  sir,  and  right 
enough.  But  we've  done  fairly  well  together. 
Only  they  want  you  back  as  soon  as  they  can 
get  you.  They  've  been  here  by  the  dozen, 
pleased  as  kittens  if  they  could  do  any  trifle  of 
an  errand." 

To  hear  of  the  concern  of  these  humble  friends 
seemed  to  do  the  invalid  good.  He  asked  after 
each  in  turn.  Had  Gottlieb  learned  the  multi- 
plication table  yet  ?  Could  Stanislaus  read  with- 
out stopping  to  spell?  How  was  the  lame  Hun- 
garian getting  on  ? 

But  when  Mr.  Woodrow,  seeking  to  please 
him  still  more,  told  of  the  anxiety  felt  at  the 
academy,  the  sick  man  appeared  to  lose  his  in- 
terest. 

"Why,  some  of  the  boys  have  been  here  as 
many  as  three  times  a  day ;  and  they  've  brought 
more  stuff  for  you  to  eat  than  a  well  man  could 
manage  in  a  month." 

"  It  was  kind  of  them,"  said  the  little  man, 
wearily  turning  his  face  to  the  wall. 


CHAPTER  XX 

THE    WOOD   THIEF 

It  was  a  long  time  before  any  member  of  the 
academy,  student  or  teacher,  except  Dr.  Far- 
well,  was  admitted  to  the  professor's  sick-room. 
The  prospect  of  visitors  from  Science  Hill  seemed 
to  disturb  him.  Long  after  every  attendant  at 
the  night-school — from  overgrown  Gottlieb,  who 
blubbered  like  a  baby,  to  gray-haired  Busch,  who 
prayed  with  him — had  clasped  the  invalid's  thin 
hand,  Goodwin  was  allowed  to  enter. 

The  professor  was  sitting  up,  nearly  lost  in 
the  multitude  of  pillows  and  wraps  by  which 
Mrs.  Woodrow  had  surrounded  him.  Goodwin's 
first  thought  was,  "  I  should  never  have  known 
him  but  for  his  eyes,"  and  the  professor's  was, 
"  I  should  never  have  known  those  eyes." 

Each  at  once  had  recognized  a  change  in  the 
other.  It  was  not  alone  that  wrought  by  illness 
that  Goodwin  saw  in  Mr.  Pinley.  He  hesitated 
a  little  in  his  speech,  it  is  true,  but  the  painful 
self-consciousness  that  had  formerly  intensified 
his  stammering  was  no  longer  evident.  To 
Goodwin  he  appeared  apathetic. 

Yet  before  his  visit  ended,  Mr.  Pinley  showed 
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liis  old  sympathy,  and  Robert  was  emboldened 
to  tell  him  of  the  thesis,  which  was  occupying 
every  spare  moment.  He  received  in  return 
some  valuable  suggestions. 

''And  now  don't  work  too  hard,'-  said  Mr. 
Pinley,  while  Robert  wrote  down  a  list  of  works 
that  the  professor  thought  might  be  helpful. 
"  You  are  looking  pale  and  thin.  There  is  an- 
other change,  a  pleasanter  one,  that  I  observe  in 
you,  Mr.  Goodwin.  Am  I  wrong  in  thinking 
that  you  have  been  making  friends  ?  " 

'^I  have  one  friend  beside  yourself,"  Robert 
answered,  ''  but  I  have  not  the  faintest  idea  who 
he  is.     Perhaps  you  can  tell  me,  Mr.  Pinley." 

The  professor  heard  the  story  of  Amicus  w^ith 
an  interest  that  brightened  his  eyes.  At  its  con- 
clusion, Robert  gave  him  two  or  three  of  the 
missives,  so  carefully  preserved. 

"  I  cannot  believe  it  any  one  of  the  students," 
said  Robert,  his  face  hardening,  "though  it  imi- 
tates their  way  of  talking.  But  the  way  they 
treated  you,  sir,  to  say  nothing  of  the  way  they 
have  treated  me,  shows  plainly  there  's  not  such 
a  heart  among  them." 

''  Treated  me  !  "  said  the  professor.  "  "What 
treatment  do  you  refer  to,  Mr.  Goodwin?" 

''  All  of  it — mean,  contemptible  from  the  start. 
But  I  was  thinking  then  of  this  last  'accident.' 
Mr.  Pinley,  I  do  n't  believe  it  was  an  accident— 
I  never  did." 
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'M   BEG   OF  YOU   NOT  TO   MENTION   SUCH  A   SUSPICION   AGAIN." 
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The  little  man  struggled  out  of  his  wrappings 
to  lean  forward  and  say  earnestly,  "  Mr.  Good- 
win, as  a  personal  favor,  I  beg  you  not  to  men- 
tion such  a  suspicion  again.  At  the  worst,  no 
serious  harm  was  intended — of  that  I  feel  con- 
vinced. It  is  all  past,  has  been  accepted  as  an 
accident,  and  I  prefer  to  consider  it  such.  As  to 
what  had  gone  before,  the  fault— misfortune, 
rather — was  largely  mine.  I  shall  remedy  it  as 
soon  as  I  am  able  in  the  only  way  possible." 

He  leaned  back,  quite  exhausted,  saying  gently 
as  he  gave  the  notes  to  Eobert :  "  What  you  tell 
me  about  this  unknown  friend  of  yours  has  done 
me  good.  When  I  am  stronger  I  shall  enjoy 
reading  these  and  helping  you  to  guess  at  the 
author  if  you  have  not  discovered  him  by  that 
time." 

He  was  still  very  weak,  and  Goodwin  took  his 
leave  to  hurry  back  to  the  library,  where  he  re- 
mained, reading  and  taking  notes  till  the  bell 
rang  for  study  hours. 

These  he  observed  faithfully,  knowing  it  un- 
wise to  neglect  a  certain  good  for  an  uncertain 
prize.  Yet  his  lessons  suffered  somewhat  in  spite 
of  this  knowledge.  For  Robert  was  one  of  those 
people  who  are  completely  mastered  for  the  time 
being  by  one  dominant  idea. 

This  power,  or  faculty  of  concentration,  is 
often  a  guaranty  of  success ;  sometimes  the 
single   idea  bears  down  so  heavily  that  mental 
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balance  is  lost.  Robert  was  less  gruff  to  his  fel- 
lows, but  he  was  no  more  social.  They  saw  Mm, 
gaunt,  pale  and  abstracted,  hurrying  from  his 
classes,  hidden  for  hours  in  his  room  or  the 
library,  and  began  to  call  him  ''Crazy  Good- 
win." 

''He  doesn't  do  as  well  for  anybody  else  as 
he  did  for  Pin,"  said  Muffler.  "  Neither  do  I. 
The  little  fellow  always  made  things  so  plain." 

"  He  was  out  riding  for  the  first  time  to-day," 
said  Levis. 

"  Was  he  ?  Good  !  I  guess  the  fellows  con- 
cerned in  that  scrape  are  thankful  to  see  him 
about.  George  hardly  ate  or  slept  while  he 
Avas  at  the  worst.  It  didn't  seem  to  phase 
Charley,  though." 

"  Nothing  phases  Charley — except  being  found 
out.  Do  you  know,  Joe,  that  Pin  talks  of  re- 
signing and  leaving  Meridien  as  soon  as  he  is 
able  ?  " 

"  Moses !  I  hope  not,"  said  Muffler,  anxiously. 
"  Is  n't  there  something  we  can  do  to  stop  that  ?  " 

"We  '11  try,  anyway.  Frank  is  going  to  draw 
up  a  petition  to  the  faculty  asking  them  not  to 
accept  his  resignation,  and  we  will  all  sign  it." 

"  I  '11  sign  it  half  a  dozen  times  if  we  can  only 
keep  him.  A¥hy,  he  is  the  best  teacher  I  ever 
had.  Hello,  George,  come  in.  What  is  it  this 
time?" 

"It's    that   detective    business,"   said  Dacres, 
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sidling  in  with  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head 
and  a  couple  of  books  under  his  arm.  "  Did  Joe 
tell  you,  Homer,  that  we  're  going  scouting  for 
the  wood  thief  to-night.  He  took  some  from  my 
bin  and  some  from  Merrick's  last  time.  I  '11  say 
for  him  that  he  does  n't  show  partiality.  If  he  'd 
make  the  rounds  once  and  stop,  it  would  n't  be  so 
bad,  but  I  'm  no  fonder  of  chopping  wood  than 
he  is." 

"  Tell  Merrick  I  '11  watch  with  him  the  last  half 
of  the  night,  if  you  and  Joe  take  the  first,"  said 
Levis. 

"  Agreed.     Come  down  after  taps." 

''  After  taps,"  which  meant  after  the  ten  o'clock 
bell,  when  the  dormitory  was  dark  and  silent. 
Muffler  and  Levis  stole  down  to  Miner's  room, 
which  was  on  the  southwest  corner  of  the  lower 
floor. 

Back  of  the  dormitory  were  the  fuel-sheds; 
three  long  ones  with  roadways  between.  They 
were  divided  off  into  sections  or  bins,  numbered 
to  match  the  rooms  in  the  building. 

Miner's  room  was  nearest  to  them.  The  pair 
who  were  to  take  the  first  watch  raised  the  win- 
dow noiselessly,  slipped  out  and  crept  toward  the 
deeper  shadows  of  the  sheds.  The  night  was 
cloudy  and  mihl.  The  amateur  detectives  had  a 
dark  lantern,  which  Dacres  took  chai'ge  of,  be- 
cause Joe  said  lie  wanted  his  hands  free. 

'"  There  's  no  need  bothering  the  faculty  with 
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this  aflfair,"  he  remarked.  "  I  can  settle  with  Mr. 
Thief." 

They  lurked  about  in  the  shadows  for  some 
time,  when  Muffler  proposed  that  they  should 
climb  up  on  the  roof  of  the  foremost  shed,  and 
lie  down.  Here,  not  easily  seen  themselves,  they 
could  better  command  the  approaches  from  any 
direction.  No  sooner  said  than  done  ;  lying  side 
by  side,  they  exchanged  an  occasional  whisper 
and  yawned  a  good  deal. 

While  they  were  yawning  outside.  Miner  and 
Levis  yawned  within,  and  finally  went  to  sleep. 
It  was  past  midnight,  when  they  were  aroused 
by  a  yell  and  the  sound  of  a  struggle.  Half 
the  Barracks  were  quickly  astir,  but  Levis  and 
Miner  were  first  to  reach  the  rear  of  the  nearest 
shed,  where  a  dark  mass  rolled  upon  the  ground, 
crying,  "  I  've  got  him  !  "  "  He 's  got  me  ! — he 's 
choking  me  !  "  "  Where  's  the  lantern  ? — Hold 
still  here ! " 

The  striking  of  a  match  revealed  Muffler,  cling- 
ing to  his  companion  like  a  boa-constrictor,  while 
Dacres  struggled  to  get  away. 

Levis  bent  down  to  help  him,  laughing  so  that 
he  could  hardly  speak.  Immediately  Joe  trans- 
ferred part  of  his  embrace  to  his  chum  crying, 
"  Here  's  another  !  "     ''I  've  got  'em  both  !  " 

"  Let  go,  Joe  ;  you  're  badly  mixed,"  said  Levis, 
and  Miner  having  at  last  found  the  lantern, 
which  had  rolled  some  distance,  lighted  it  and 
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turned  the  blaze  on  the  sleepy  sentinels,  who  sat 
up  and  stared  about  them  in  bewilderment. 

"  I  had  him ;  what 's  become  of  him  ?  "  cried 
Muffler. 

"You  had  me,"  complained  Dacres,  rubbing 
his  throat.     "  But  he  had  me  by  the  leg." 

"  So  he  did  me ;  he 's  got  hold  yet,"  cried 
Muffler,  attempting  to  rise.  An  examination 
showed  his  right  ankle  and  George's  left  firmly 
bound  together. 

The  sheds  were  low  at  the  rear  so  that,  with 
the  exception  of  a  black  eye  Dacres  had  received 
in  the  struggle  and  a  few  bruises  on  both,  neither 
of  the  watchers  was  hurt.  But  the  ridicule 
showered  without  stint  on  the  unlucky  detect- 
ives made  Dacres  declare  that  if  the  sheds  were 
carried  off  bodily,  he  would  never  stand  sentinel 
again.  "  Not  with  Joe,  anyway ;  he  's  too  ready 
with  his  fists." 

Muffler's  fighting  blood  was  up.  He  avowed 
his  intention  of  watching  a  score  of  nights,  if 
necessary. 

"I  just  want  one  grip  of  the  fellow  that  tied 
us  together  and  jerked  us  half-way  down  the 
roof.  That 's  the  individual  I  am  suffering  to 
see,  whether  he  's  the  wood  thief  or  not.'.' 

After  a  week's  patrolling,  the  others,  who  had 
been  coaxed  into  sentinel  duty,  gave  it  up,  ex- 
pressing their  separate  and  collective  opinion 
that  Joe  had  scared  the  thief  so  that  he  was  still 
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running  and  avouIcI  never  come  back.  A  few 
days  after  the  watch  ceased  the  wood  began  to 
disappear  again. 

"  The  old  barn  ought  to  be  well  warmed  if  the 
rest  of  the  boys  keep  the  fires  you  fellows  do," 
said  the  farmer  who  supplied  No.  21.  The 
chums  bought  a  load  "  turn  about,"  and  it  was 
the   giant  who  was  ''racking  up"  a  new  sup- 

''  We  're  warming  one  room,  possibly  two,  be- 
sides our  own — much  against  our  wills,"  laughed 
the  young  man. 

"  What !  Have  n't  you  caught  those  thieves 
yet?     I  heard  there  were  two  of  them  in  limbo." 

"  You  heard  about  George  and  Joe,  I  fancy. 
They  were  '  in  limbo '  sure  enough.  There  's  my 
cousin  now  if  you  want  to  speak  to  him." 

The  same  man  supplied  Brams  with  fuel,  and 
had  been  asking  about  his  further  need.  In  an- 
swer to  his  hail,  Brams  replied  that  he  had 
enough  for  the  present  and  passed  on. 

"  The  thief  does  n't  seem  to  trouble  him  much," 
said  the  woodman,  throwing  out  the  last  sticks. 
"  He 's  had  only  one  load  this  term." 

When  the  man  had  driven  away,  Levis  Avalked 
slowly  along  the  length  of  the  sheds,  meeting 
Joe  at  the  corner,  who  had  come  down  to  look 
at  their  new  supply. 

"  Did  you  tell  him  to  bring  half  green,  Homer  ? 
It  lasts  so  much  longer.     Say,  how  would  it  do 
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to  charge  some  of  these  sticks  with  powder  and 
let  the  thief  blow. his  head  off  ? " 

"  You  bloodthirsty  wretch  !  Come  here  ; " 
Levis  dragged  him  a  few  steps  down  the  road- 
way. "  Suppose  you  keep  your  mouth  shut  and 
your  eyes  on  this  bin  for  a  few  days." 

"All  right,"  said  Muffler,  opening  them  ex- 
ceedingly wide. 

His  report,  given  with  some  gravity  was,  "  I  've 
Avatched  it  since  Tuesday,  Homer,  and  it  stays 
just  about  so  full  all  tlie  time.  What  had  we 
better  do  about  it  ?  " 

"  Make  sure,"  said  the  giant. 

"  And  what  then — supposing  we  've  guessed 
right  ?  " 

"  Tell  him  we  '11  expose  him  if  he  does  n't  quit. 
He  's  doing  it  for  pure  meanness." 

"Pure  stinginess." 

"  Well — parth^ ;  and  partly  to  keep  things 
stirred  up.  I  never  saw  an3'body  that  did  so 
love  to  bother  other  people." 

Once  more,  "after  taps,"  the  chums  went  on 
tiptoe  through  the  silent  halls  carrying  a  dark 
lantern.  In  the  rear  of  the  dormitory  was  a  cel- 
lar-way ;  the  bin  they  had  been  watching  not  a 
stone's  throw  from  it. 

Levis  lifted  up  the  outer  door  of  the  cellar, 
crouched  down  on  the  steps  and  lowered  the  door 
again,  leaving  it  propped  open  a  few  inches  for 
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observation,  while  Muffler  stole  away  to  recon- 
noiter. 

The  mild  weather  had  been  blown  away  by  a 
bitter  cold  wind  from  the  west.  Joe  buttoned 
his  overcoat  close  about  him,  sunk  his  ears  down 
into  the  collar  and  drew  his  hat  down  to  meet  it. 

In  his  room  Robert  Goodwin  sat  shivering; 
his  fire  burned  to  ashes,  his  wood  box  empty.  It 
was  nearly  midnight,  but  in  defiance  of  the  rules 
he  was  still  working.  One  of  the  old  comfort- 
ables from  his  bed  hung  at  the  window  to  hide 
the  telltale  light ;  the  other  was  wrapped  about 
him. 

To  reach  the  judges  in  time,  his  thesis  must  be 
ready  for  the  early  morning  mail,  and  there  were 
yet  several  pages  to  copy.  He  had  been  work- 
ing steadily  since  his  last  recitation,  taking  time 
neither  to  eat  nor  to  replenish  his  fuel. 

He  was  blue  with  cold  and  pinched  with  hun- 
ger. For  two  days  he  had  been  living  on  parched 
corn.  In  the  drawer  beneath  his  hand  lay  un- 
touched the  money  Amicus  had  sent  him. 

The  cold  wind  seemed  to  come  in  from  every 
quarter,  chilling  his  half-starved  body  to  the  bone. 
If  he  only  had  a  little  wood, — two  hours  more 
would  see  the  thesis  finished.  He  wrote  on,  but 
his  fingers  stiffened  and  the  words  were  scarcely 
legible. 

Eobert   laid   down    the   pen   and   rubbed   his 
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numbed  hands  together,  thinking  as  he  did  so  of 
the  sheds  with  their  loads  of  fuel.  The  students 
borrowed  freely  back  and  forth.  If  Amicus — 
the  thought  brought  a  smile  to  his  wan  face,  a 
sudden  warmth  to  his  heart.  He  remembered 
the  money  in  the  drawer  and  shook  his  head  still 
smiling. 

"  Wood  is  easier  to  pay  back ;  half  a  dozen 
sticks  would  do  and  I  do  n't  believe  any  of  them 
would  mind." 

Twice  each,  Levis  and  Muffler  had  made  a 
stealthy  circuit  of  the  dormitory  and  sheds  with- 
out seeing  so  much  as  a  mouse  stir. 

"  I  say  we  quit  after  this  turn,"  said  Joe,  pre- 
paring for  his  third  round.  "  It 's  not  so  bad 
here,  but  when  you  face  the  wind,  whew !  and 
growing  colder  every  minute.  We  '11  try  again 
when  it  is  n't  quite  so  sharp." 

He  had  scarcely  turned  the  corner  when  he 
came  hurriedly  back  and  crowded  down  into  the 
cellar-w^ay  with  Levis. 

"  Just  come  out  of  the  front  door,"  he  whis- 
pered, ''  and  gone  away  around  by  the  north  side 
of  the  campus.  He  may  be  out  for  larks  and  he 
may  be  out  for  wood,  but  it  is  our  man.  Hon- 
estly, I  can't  think  yet  he  's  got  down  so  low  as 
this.     Hark  !  what 's  that  ?  " 

The  rear  door  of  the  dormitory  opened  and 
some  one  came  down  the  steps. 
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"  Is  there  two  of  them  ?  "  whispered  Muffler. 
"  Never  mind ;  we  're  a  match  for  any  two  in 
this  end  of  town." 

Levis  caught  his  arm.  "  Look !  there  comes 
your  man,  Joe,  from  the  back  sheds — I  believe 
with  his  arms  full." 

"  And  there  goes  the  other  felloAv.  They  are 
certainly  not  in  '  cahoots.'  What  do  you  s'pose 
it  means,  anyhow  ?  " 

The  person  who  had  descended  the  rear  steps 
had  reached  the  nearest  bin  and  bent  over  it.  A 
second  figure,  stealing  around  the  farther  corner 
of  the  shed  perceived  the  first,  paused,  disap- 
peared for  an  instant,  and,  reappearing  Avithout 
the  burden  he  had  previously  carried,  moved 
SAviftly  toAvard  the  bending  figure.  When  the 
first  straightened  up  the  second  was  at  its  side. 

"  Turn  on  the  bull's-eye.  Homer,"  shouted  Joe. 
The  cellar  door  fell  back  Avith  a  crash  as  they 
both  bounded  out. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

MUFFLER   SETTLES    AN    OLD   ACCOUNT 

The  light  of  the  lantern  showed  Brams  grasp- 
ing Robert  Goodwin,  who  held  in  his  arms  a  few 
sticks  of  wood. 

"  If  you  are  trying  to  frighten  me,"  the  latter 
said,  scornfully,  as  he  recognized  his  assailants, 
"you  have  your  labor  for  your  pains.     Let  go." 

"  Yes,  I  am  likely  to  let  you  go  after  we  've 
been  watching  for  you  for  a  month,"  rejoined  his 
captor,  shaking  him.  "  You  're  cleverl}^  caught 
this  time." 

"  Caught !  I  came  down  to  borrow  a  few  sticks 
of  wood  till  morning.  If  it  is  yours  and  you 
don't  want  to  lend  it,  Mr.  Willis  will,  I  know." 

"  Borrow  !  Oh,  yes ;  you  have  n't  been  borrow- 
ing for  six  weeks  Avithout  taking  the  trouble  to 
pay  back  ! " 

"  Stop,  Charley,"  said  Levis.  "  Surely,  Mr. 
Goodwin,  you  know  that  we  have  been  losing 
our  wood  for  a  \oug  time  and  have  watched  for 
the  thief  before  to-night." 

Wrapped  up  in  the  thought  of  his  thesis,  and 
holding  scarcely  any  communication  with  his 
companions,  this  was  actually  the  first  intimation 
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Goodwin  had  received  of  the  wood  thefts.  He 
did  not  believe  in  them  now.  Instead,  a  con- 
Auction,  born  of  the  jealousy  and  suspicion  with 
which  he  had  always  regarded  Levis,  forced  it- 
self upon  him. 

"  It  is  your  revenge,"  he  said,  turning  white, 
while  the  wood  dropped  from  his  arms.  ''  You 
have  done  it  because  I  blamed  you  for  Professor 
Pinley's  accident.  It  is  .well  planned.  I  have 
told  the  truth,  but  who  Avill  believe  me  against 
three  of  you  ?  " 

''  Who,  indeed  ?  "  scoffed  Braijis,  giving  him  an- 
other shake.  Instantly  Levis  wrenched  his  hands 
loose  and  shook  him  as  violently  as  he  had  shaken 
Goodwin. 

"If  you  touch  him  again,"  he  muttered,  "I'll 
knock  you  down.  It's  all  right,  Mr.  Goodwin, 
of  course  it  is.  We've  made  a  mistake.  You 
are  more  than  welcome  to  some  of  our  wood, 
is  n't  he,  Joe  ?  " 

But  the  accusation,  coming  upon  Robert  in 
his  half-famished,  exhausted  condition,  deadened 
him  to  everything  else.  Finding  himself  free,  he 
went  stumbling  toward  the  hall,  his  head  sunk 
upon  his  breast. 

"  I  '11  take  him  up  an  armful  when  we  go," 
said  Muffler.  "  But,  first,  I  'd  like  to  know  what 
you  were  prowling  about  after,  this  time  of 
night,  Charley  Brams  ?  " 

"  Just  Avhat  you  were  prowling  after,"  retorted 
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Brams.  "  Do  you  suppose  you  were  the  only  one 
that  wanted  to  catch  the  thief?" 

''What  were  you  carrying  when  you  came 
round  the  corner  of  the  shed  ?  "  Levis  asked  with 
an  abruptness  that  confused  his  cousin. 

"  Me  ! — oh,  yes,"  said  Brams,  "  I  did  have  a 
club.  I  threw  it  away  for  fear  I  might  be 
tempted  to  use  it." 

"  Take  both  arms  to  carry  a  club  ?  "  retorted 
Muffler.  ''Must  have  been  a  tremendous  one. 
I  'd  hate  awfully  to  be  hit  by  a  club  like  that. 
Do  you  carry  that  kind  often  ?  " 

"  Well,  it  was  rather  sizable,"  replied  Brams. 
"I  just  snatched  it  up  as  a  fellow  will  do  when 
he 's  excited — take  the  first  thing  that  comes 
handy.  Did  n't  we  make  a  nice  job  of  it,  though 
— catching  him  in  the  very  act  ?  " 

"  Catching  whom  ?  "  asked  Muffler.  "  Good- 
win ?  Do  you  believe  he  is  the  thief  ?  I  'd 
sooner  think  you  were." 

"  You  are  complimentary,  I  must  say.  Now 
suppose  you  stop  that  sort  of  talk,  Joe  Muffler." 

"Stop,  both  of  you,"  interposed  Levis.  "I 
move  we  all  three  keep  perfectly  still  about  this 
matter  and  wait  awhile.  Unless" —  he  looked 
meaningly  at  his  cousin — "the  wood  begins  to 
go  again.  Joe  and  I  have  a  little  extra  evidence 
on  that  point." 

"  Well,"  said  Brams,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
"I  don't   want  any   better  evidence   than  that 
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furnished  hj  vaj  own  eyes.  However,  mum's 
the  word  if  you  say  so.  He  '11  not  bother  the  bins 
again." 

True  to  his  word,  Muffler  followed  Goodwin 
with  a  great  armful  of  wood.  The  door  was  re- 
luctantly opened  at  his  knock. 

''  I  do  n't  want  it.  I  'd  rather  you  would  take  it 
away,"  Eobert  said,  wearily. 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  boy ;  you  must  n't  freeze  to 
death,"  rejoined  Muffler,  bustling  about  to  start 
the  fire.  "  You  can  make  it  all  right  to-morrow 
or  next  day.  And,  say ;  never  mind  Charley 
Brams.     The  rest  of  us  do  n't. 

''  I  believe  that  fellow  has  n't  had  a  square 
meal  for  a  week,"  he  reported  to  his  chum.  ''  Let 
us  take  him  to  breakfast  with  us  in  the  morning." 

''  He  won't  go,  Joseph.  Do  n't  you  see  he  has 
the  notion  fixed  that  I  am  down  on  him  ?  We  '11 
get  Frank  to  ask  him." 

So  after  hours  of  sleeplessness  and  a  brief  doze 
with  his  head  on  the  thesis  he  had  forced  him- 
self to  finish,  Goodwin  was  roused  by  another 
tap  and  a  visit  from  the  philosopher. 

He  Avas  the  best  possible  person  that  could 
have  been  picked  out  for  the  purpose.  Goodwin 
remembered  gratefully  the  interest  Willis  had 
shown  in  his  mathematical  work.  After  some 
hesitation,  feeling  faint  and  giddy  with  hunger, 
he  let  himself  be  persuaded  to  accompany  Willis 
to  his  boarding-place. 
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The  meal  and  the  companionship  heartened 
him  somewhat.  He  sent  away  his  thesis,  using 
literally  his  last  cent  for  postage,  and  spent  the 
rest  of  the  morning  loolcing  for  wort. 

"  Cleared  out,  probably,''  Brams  took  occasion 
to  say  to  Muffler  when  Robert's  absence  from  the 
morning  recitations  was  noticed. 

"  Nonsense  !  "  said  Muffler,  shortly.  "  Frank 
knows  where  he  is.  Hurrah !  there  goes  Pro- 
fessor Pin  into  the  doctor's  office  !  " 

It  was  the  first  visit  Mr.  Pinley  had  made  to 
the  academy  since  his  illness.  Dr.  Farwell  wel- 
comed him  heartily  and  congratulated  him  on  be- 
ginning to  look  like  himself. 

"  I  wish  it  were  like  somebody  else  and  I  had 
the  choice,"  said  the  little  man,  faintly  smiling. 
''  I  have  come,  doctor,  to  speak  of  my  resignation 
which  I  sent  you  several  days  ago." 

"  To  withdraw  it,  I  hope,  AValter." 

*''  To  urge  its  acceptance.  And  to  explain  to 
you,  my  dear  old  friend  and  teacher,  why  I  have 
offered  it." 

He  sat  thoughtfully  tracing  the  pattern  of  the 
carpet  with  his  cane.  "  It  is  no  sudden  decision. 
Before  the  accident  I  had  begun  to  realize  that  it 
was  the  thing  to  do.  Since  my  illness  I  have  had 
plenty  of  time  for  retrospection  and  have  become 
convinced  that  I  am  unfitted  for  the  work  here. 
Do  not  think  the  fault  lies  with  the  work  or  the 
pupils ;  I  love  both  it  and  them ;  but,  doctor,  I 
14 
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have  utterly  failed  to  win  their  affection  or  even 
their  respect." 

''No,  no,"  interrupted  Dr.  Farwell,  but  Mr. 
Pinley  continued : 

"The  leaders  here — young  men  of  exceptional 
strength  and  vigor,  cannot  reverence  a  teacher 
whose  bodily  presence  is  so — so  contemptible," — 
bringing  out  the  word  almost  with  a  groan — 
"  one,  too,  who  has  no  dignity  of  manner  or  per- 
sonal attractiveness  of  any  kind.  My  nervous- 
ness and  lack  of  self-possession  are  also  great 
drawbacks,  and  this  illness  has  helped  none  of 
these  defects.  I  beg  of  you,  my  dear  sir,  for  the 
best  interests  of  all  concerned,  to  grant  me  my 
dismissal  as  soon  as  possible." 

''Nonsense,  Walter;  you  are  too  sensitive," 
said  Dr.  Farwell,  kindly.  "Listen;  the  whole 
senior  class,  hearing  a  report  that  you  were  about 
to  resign,  came,  with  those  big  felloAvs  at  their 
head,  to  the  faculty  to  remonstrate.  They  ac- 
knowledge that  you  have  a  right  to  be  dissatis- 
fied with  their  former  behavior,  claim  that  you 
are  one  of  the  best  of  teachers,  and  say  there 
shall  be  no  future  cause  of  complaint  if  you  will 
consent  to  remain." 

He  looked  to  see  a  flush  of  pleasure  light  up 
the  thin  face,  but  he  was  disappointed. 

"I  presume  they  felt  it  incumbent  upon  them 
to  do  something  of  the  sort,"  said  Mr.  Pinley, 
quietly.     "  However,  it  is  kindly  meant." 
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This  conversation  was  interrupted  by  Professor 
Needham,  who  welcomed  his  colleague,  and, 
taking  a  chair,  said,  "  The  wood  thief  has  been 
discovered,  doctor/' 

"  You  are  quite  sure  that  two  of  the  students 
have  not  discovered  each  other,  as  they  did  be- 
fore," said  Dr.  Farwell,  smiling. 

"  Quite  sure.  It  proves  to  be  Eobert  Goodwin. 
I  am  sorry  for  the  poor  fellow.  I  presume  his 
necessities  have  been  great." 

"  Eobert  Goodwin  !  "  cried  Mr.  Pinley.  ''  Im- 
possible ! " 

"  I  feel  like  echoing  that,"  said  the  principal. 
"  In  my  judgment,  Goodwin  would  rather  freeze 
than  steal.     Who  accuses  him  ?  " 

"  Brams,  Levis  and  Muffler.  They  were  watch- 
ing and  caught  him  at  the  bin." 

"  Nevertheless,  it  is  a  mistake,"  persisted  the 
little  man.     "  What  does  the  boy  himself  say  ?  " 

"  Says  he  was  only  borrowing  the  wood.  Bor- 
rowing it  at  midnight  without  having  asked 
leave.     The  excuse  is  ridiculous." 

All  that  afternoon  Goodwin  felt  himself  the 
object  of  whispers,  side  glances  and  innuendoes. 
A  frank  accusation  he  could  at  least  have  met 
with  a  frank  denial.  What  can  the  most  inno- 
cent oppose  to  a  whisper  or  a  sneer  ? 

The  situation  was  unendurable,  yet  he  could 
not  speak  of  it  even  to  Willis,  who  continued  his 
kindness  to  the  lonely,  downcast  lad. 
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"'  I  asked  him  to  take  supper  with  me,  but  he 
said  he  could  not  eat,"  Willis  reported.  "  I  told 
him,  as  you  did,  Joe,  to  pay  no  attention  to 
Charley,  and  that  he  was  foolish  to  give  the 
matter  another  thought.  What  has  Tip  got 
there  ?  " 

It  was  a  chicken-bone,  one  end  of  which  he  was 
about  to  introduce  into  the  inkstand.  Muffler 
took  the  bone  away  and  Tip,  with  his  funny  air 
of  being  badly  used,  retreated  under  the  table. 

"  I  thought  your  career  was  finished  the  day 
Charley  struck  you  with  the  poker,  old  fellow," 
said  Willis,  watching  him  Avith  mild  amusement. 
"  When,  Joe  ?  Why,  I  do  n't  quite  remember.  It 
was  the  time  he  got  that  stiff  leg,  I  think.  Yes, 
I  remember;  I  passed  the  door  just  as  Charley 
struck  him.  I  was  going  to  ask  '  What  did  you 
do  that  for  ? '  but  my  mind  was  full  of  sometliing 
else  and  I  forgot  it  from  that  minute  to  this. 
Afterward  you  blamed  Goodwin  for  it,  did  n't 
you?    Pshaw  !  I  remember  it  well  enough  now." 

He  started  toward  his  own  room  and  turned 
back.  ''Well,  if  I  haven't — lend  me  a  chair, 
Joe." 

"  Try  this,  Frank,"  said  Levis,  tossing  him  his 
extra  key. 

As  Willis  went  out,  Yance  came  in. 

''Charley  beat  us  all  as  a  detective,  didn't 
he?"  said  the  middler.  "lie  caught  Goodwin 
cleverly  and  squarely." 
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Levis  rose  up,  looking,  as  Vance  said  afterward, 
fully  seven  feet  tall. 

''He  did,  did  he?  And  he's  telling  that 
about  ?  Well — I  've  got  a  few  remarks  to  make 
to  Mr.  Brams." 

"And  I.  You  let  me  make  'etn,  Homer," 
cried  Joe. 

He  had  to  stop  to  bring  Tip  in  from  the  hall, 
a  precaution  he  invariably  observed  on  leaving 
the  Barracks  since  Tip's  injury.  And  Levis  and 
Vance  went  on  without  him.  Brams  stood  on 
the  sidewalk,  retailing  his  capture  to  several  at- 
tentive listeners.  For  the  time  being  he  was  the 
hero  of  the  academy,  and  it  incited  him  to  a 
very  animated  narration. 

"  Charley,"  said  Levis,  breaking  in  on  the  ac- 
count without  ceremony,  ''I  want  a  word  with 
you." 

There  was  fire  in  the  giant's  eye,  and  maugre 
his  "  psalm-singing,"  Brams  felt  it  wise  to  com- 
ply. Levis  led  him  down  the  path ;  Muffler 
came  racing  after  at  top  speed. 

"  Have  you  taken  that  yarn  to  the  faculty  ?  " 
Levis  demanded. 

"  It  was  the  only  thing  to  do.  You  '11  find 
they  and  the  fellows  who  have  been  losing 
would  agree  on  that,"  said  Brams,  defiantly. 

"  It  was  as  mean  a  tiling  as  j^ou  could  do  un- 
der the  circumstances."  Levis  took  a  step  nearer. 
"  You  take  the  six  o'clock  train  out  of  Meridien, 
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do  you  hear,  Charley,  or  Joe  and  I  will  match 
your  story  with  another.  We  've  been  watching 
you  and  your  wood  pile  for  a  week.  Not  only 
that,  but  we'll  tell  the  whole  truth  about  Mr. 
Pinley's  accident — yes,  and  some  other  things. 
If  you  were  not  my  cousin,  I  should  be  strongly 
tempted — what  are  you  doing,  Joe  ?  " 

'^  He 's  no  relation  of  mine,  thank  goodness," 
said  Muffler,  who  had  pushed  himself  bet\yeen 
them,  and  was  rolling  up  his  sleeves,  "and  he 
tried  to  kill  Tip.  Stand  out  of  the  way.  Homer ; 
it 's  my  turn  now.  Put  up  your  hands,  Charley  ; 
I  'm  going  to  give  you  a  thrashing." 

As  I  have  said  before,  Joe  was  accustomed  to 
do  pretty  thoroughly  whatever  he  undertook. 
The  present  occasion  was  no  exception  to  the 
rule. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

THE   professor's    WELCOME 

There  was  a  great  commotion  in  the  Bar- 
racks, the  exciting  cause  of  which  was  two 
words  passing  rapidly  from  mouth  to  mouth 
"  Pin  's  coming  !  " 

^^ We've  got  to  receive  him  in  style,"  said 
Muffler,  going  through  the  halls  and  up  and 
down-stairs  as  if  he  wore  seven-league  boots. 
"  He  is  n't  strong  enough  for  a  general  hand- 
shaking, so  Frank  must  be  our  proxy  and  make 
a  speech.  Frank,  wake  up  !  Frank,  Fra-a-ank  ! 
WAKE  UP  ! !  " 

To  be  jerked  out  of  your  chair  and  a  brown 
study,  dragged  down  into  the  midst  of  fourscore 
excited  youngsters,  and  commanded  to  make  a 
speech  on  a  moment's  notice,  would  be  a  trying 
ordeal  for  anybody.  It  Avas  especially  so  for  the 
poor  philosopher,  who  stared  at  his  captors  and 
mechanically  felt  for  his  key. 

Professor  Pinley  stood  at  the  end  of  the  broad 
gravel  walk,  leaning  on  a  cane.  Once  more  he 
saw  the  old  dormitory  thrown  in  relief  against  a 
sunset  sky,  a  winter  sunset  now,  and  winter  des- 
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olation  showed  in  the  bare  trees  and  brown 
earth. 

To  the  cold  sheen  of  the  western  sky,  the  Bar- 
racks raised  its  massive  brick  defiance,  bold, 
strong,  severe.  It  had  dealt  hardly  with  him, 
the  professor  thought,  and  with  that  other  un- 
fortunate he  was  on  his  way  to  visit.  Strange 
that  any  breath  of  longing  should  trouble  either 
soul,  yet  the  professor  felt  it  and  knew  that 
Robert  would  feel  it,  too. 

It  was  not  yet  dark,  yet  suddenly  a  light  ap- 
peared at  every  window.  In  another  moment 
the  Barracks  emptied  itself.  Seniors,  middlers, 
juniors,  all  who  had  ever  laughed  at  the  queer 
little  figure,  came  pouring  out  of  the  great  doors 
eager  to  give  it  heartiest  welcome. 

The  professor  paused.  Did  he  remember  when 
last  he  came  up  the  gravel  Avalk,  keeping  in  the 
shadows  lest  his  benevolence  might  be  known  ? 

Now  the  throng  burst  into  wildest  cheering, 
"  Hurrah  for  Professor  Pin !  Hurrah,  hurrah, 
hurrah !  Hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah  !  "  The  Bar- 
racks cheered  in  echo,  and  the  philosopher  shot 
out  from  the  midst  of  the  crowd  with  a  sudden- 
ness for  which  he  was  not  responsible. 

He  was  still  dazedly  hunting  for  his  key  when 
his  hand  came  in  contact  with  Tip.  The  coon, 
forgotten  in  the  excitement,  and  startled  by  the 
cheering,  was  following  his  usual  impulse  to  seek 
the  protection  of  his  nearest  friend.     Willis  was 
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shoved  in  front  of  Mr.  Pinley  just  as  his  hand 
clutched  the  coon.  Making  an  eager  step  for- 
ward, he  held  Tip  out  with  the  exclamation, 
"  Professor,  we  are  heartily  glad  to  see  you." 

As  a  speech,  it  was  not  altogether  an  orator- 
ical success,  but  the  students  hailed  it  with  a 
storm  of  laughter  and  cheers,  which  gave  the 
little  professor  time  to  recover  himself. 

He  shook  hands  with  Willis,  and  lifted  his  hat. 
"  I  thank  you,  boys,  I  thank  you,"  was  all  that 
he  said,  and  the  hand  that  held  the  hat  trem- 
bled. It  was  enough.  In  that  one  word  "boj^s," 
the  Barracks  knew  itself  forgiven,  and  that  the 
little  teacher  was  its  very  own. 

The  lads  separated,  making  a  lane,  through 
which  he  passed,  still  uncovered,  with  the  quaint 
courtes)^,  which  at  last  they  understood,  and 
when  he  had  entered  the  hall,  they  cheered  him 
again  and  again. 

The  welcome  almost  overwhelmed  the  pro- 
fessor. He  thought,  as  he  toiled  up  the  stairs, 
that  no  other  surprise  could  ever  be  so  grateful 
or  so  complete.  But  in  this  he  Avas  soon  to  find 
himself  mistaken. 

Some  one  gently  put  a  hand  under  his  arm. 
"  Ah,  Mr.  Goodwin,"  said  the  little  man,  recog- 
nizing his  assistant,  ''  I  was  on  my  way  to  see 
you.     Were  you  at  the  door  just  now  ?  " 

"I  was,"  said  Goodwin.  "It's  the  first  thing 
I've   ever   joined    them    in,  and   it    will  be  the 
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last.  But  I  could  do  it  this  time  Avith  all  my 
heart." 

Mr.  Pinley  sat  down  on  the  one  chair,  panting, 
and  Goodwin  pointed  to  his  old  valise  that  stood 
ready  packed  on  the  table.  "I  was  coming 
dow^n  to  see  you  to-night,"  he  said.  "  I  am  going 
away." 

"So  was  I — ten  minutes  ago,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor. "Kobert,"  he  had  never  called  the  lad 
by  his  Christian  name  before — ^like  the  word 
"  boys  "  it  meant  much — "  perhaps  we  are  both 
mistaken,  and  God  wants  us  to  stay  here." 

''They  call  me  a  thief,  Mr.  Pinley.  I  have 
borne  many  things;  I  cannot  bear  that." 

"They  called  me  a  spy — but  that  is  past. 
Eobert,  Dr.  Farwell  and  myself  characterize  this 
nonsense  about  the  w^ood  as  absurd  on  its  face, 
and  the  absurdity  will  be  generally  recognized 
as  soon  as  the  whole  story  is  told.  The  faculty 
will  meet  all  concerned  this  evening  in  the  chapel. 
Give  your  explanation  ;  it  is  all  that  will  be  neces- 
sary." 

With  the  sound  of  his  welcome  still  ringing 
in  his  ears,  what  wonder  that  the  professor  felt 
sanguine  !  "With  the  sound  of  that  Avretched  ac- 
cusation still  ringing  in  his,  what  wonder  that 
Eobert  despaired  ? 

"  Who  will  believe  me  ?  "  he  said,  dully.  The 
idea  had  become  fixedo  Nothing  Mr.  Pinley 
urged  could  change  it.     He  would  go  before  the 
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faculty  and  tell  his  side  of  the  story  if  the  pro- 
fessor thought  it  best,  but  he  knew  it  would  be 
useless. 

Gaunt,  haggard,  forlorn,  the  picture  of  con- 
scious guilt  in  Mr.  Needham's  eyes,  Goodwin 
entered  the  chapel  that  evening  after  most  of 
the  others  were  assembled.  He  sat  solitarily  by 
himself  in  one  of  the  side  seats  until  the  philos- 
opher, picking  himself  up  with  a  jerk,  stalked 
amiably  over  and  sat  down  by  his  side.  Good- 
win lifted  his  hand  to  his  throat. 

Those  students  who  had  been  losing  wood 
were  first  questioned,  and  then  the  amateur  de- 
tectives described  their  efforts  to  discover  the 
thief.  Even  the  faculty  smiled  when  Muffler 
and  Dacres  related  their  mutual  experience. 

^'And  there  was  only  one  fellow  in,  that  I 
know  of,  sly  enough  to  tie  us  together  and  big 
enough  to  give  us  that  awful  jerk,"  exclaimed 
Joe.  Then  he  looked  abashed.  For  he  and 
Homer  had  agreed  that  because  of  his  relation- 
ship to  Levis,  they  would  not  mention  their  sus- 
picions of  Brams.  They  believed  with  him  ab- 
sent, and  his  malicious  tongue  silenced,  the 
charge  against  Goodwin  would  easily  be  shown 
untenable. 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Erams  ?  "  asked  Professor  Need- 
ham.  He  had  no  intention  of  supplying  the 
name  in  Joe's  thought,  but  he  had  just  discovered 
tliat  his  cliief  witness  was  missing. 
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"  He  went  home  on  the  six  o'clock  train,"  Levis 
answered,  with  a  perfectly  grave  face. 

"  Went  home !  Why,  he  said  nothing  of  going 
home  when  he  was  talking  with  me  at  noon. 
Was  it  any  emergency  ?  " 

"  It  was  very  sudden,"  said  Levis,  keeping  his 
gravity  with  an  effort. 

''And  his  testimony  was  most  important. 
However,  you  and  Mr.  Muffler  were  both  pres- 
ent at  the  same  time." 

Both  promptly  declared  that  they  w^ere  per- 
fectly satisfied  wath  the  explanation  given  by 
Goodwin  when  they  found  him  at  the  bin,  and 
that  they  saw  no  reason  for  the  charge  made  by 
Brams,  except  that  the  bin  happened  to  be  his. 

But  Professor  Needham  had  been  strongly  in- 
fluenced by  the  statement  of  Brams  and  his  ow^n 
prejudices.  He  elicited  by  his  questions  the  fact 
that  Goodwin  had  never  been  known  to  ask  or 
accept  favors  from  his  fellow  students ;  that  he 
was  not  on  friendly  terms  with  any  of  them. 
The  two  chief  witnesses  were  obliged  to  admit 
the  actual  taking  of  the  w^ood  at  an  unusual  hour 
without  its  owner's  consent. 

Mr.  Needham  continued  his  questions  on  the 
subject  of  Robert's  unpopularity  until  he  was  in- 
terrupted by  Dr.  Farwell.  "  There,  that  will  do 
for  the  present,  I  think.  It  seems  to  me  rather 
irrelevant.  Mr.  Goodwin,  will  you  please  give 
us  your  side  of  the  story  ?  " 
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The  kindly  impatience  of  the  tone  was  lost  on 
Robert.  Neither  had  he  realized  the  effort  made 
by  Levis  and  Muffler  to  have  their  testimony  tell 
in  his  favor.  Ilis  faculties  seemed  benumbed ; 
his  pride  was  broken,  his  courage  gone. 

But  as  he  stood  up  in  response  to  Dr.  Far- 
welPs  request,  his  eyes  fell  on  Levis  scribbling 
something  hastily  in  a  note-book  and  smiling 
as  he  wrote.  The  sight  of  him,  so  favored  by 
nature,  secure  in  reputation,  blest  with  opportu- 
nity and  friends,  stung  Goodwin  to  the  soul. 

''What  can  I  say,"  he  cried,  turning  on  the 
professors,  "that  you  will  believe  against  the 
word  of  any  one  of  these  ?  They  have  friends,  I 
have  none ;  they  have  money,  good  clothes ;  I 
have  what  you  see.  I  ought  never  to  have  come 
among  them,  perhaps,  but  though  I  knew  I  might 
have  to  go  hungry  sometimes,  I  was  hungrier 
still  to  learn.  Yet  who  of  them  all  has  kept 
your  rules  or  worked  more  faithfully  than  I  ? 
What  penny  do  I  owe  you  ?  What  right  have 
you  to  distrust  my  word  more  than  theirs  ?  Yet 
you  do — you  will — you  have — condemned  me 
already." 

Levis  passed  what  he  had  written  to  Muffler, 
who  read,  signed  and  passed  it  on.  The  rustle  of 
the  paper  brought  a  softer  look  to  Goodwin's  face. 

"I  said  I  had  no  friends.  I  have  had  two. 
Mr.  Pinley  yonder  has  shown  me  only  kindness 
from  the  start.     The  other — who  he  is  I  do  not 
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know — has  helped  me  more  than  I  can  tell. 
When  I  Avas  downhearted,  he  cheered  me ;  when 
I  was  lonely  he  remembered  me.  I  do  n't  know 
how  I  could  have  borne  it  and  kept  on,  if  it  had 
not  been  for  his  letters.  He  says,"  pointing  at 
Mr.  Needham,  "  that  I  have  been  ugly  and  sullen 
always.  Perhaps  it  is  true.  But  I  want  that 
man  who  showed  himself  my  friend  to  know 
that,  except  those  sticks  of  wood, — which,  as  God 
is  my  witness,  I  meant  to  return — I  have  never 
begged  nor  borrowed,  lied  nor  stolen.  My  un- 
known friend  offered  to  lend  me  money — there  it 
is,"  laying  an  envelope  on  the  table  in  front  of 
the  rostrum.  "  I  did  not  know  when  I  could 
ever  pay  it  back,  and  so  I  did  not  use  it.  Better 
than  any  money  was  his  friendship.  I  hope  he 
will  believe  that  I  tried  to  be  worthy  of  it." 

He  picked  up  his  hat  and  started  to  leave  the 
room. 

'^  Mr.  Goodwin,  wait  a  moment,  please,"  urged 
Dr.  FarAvell. 

The  paper,  started  by  Levis,  had  made  the 
round  of  the  seniors  present,  Willis  leaving  his 
place  by  Goodwin's  side  to  add  his  name  and  lay 
it  before  the  faculty. 

They  bent  over  it  and  gravely  nodded  to  each 
other.  The  principal  cleared  his  throat  twice 
before  he  began  to  speak. 

''  Mr.  Goodwin,  we  teachers  feel  that  you  have 
judged  us  unfairly.    Mr.  Pinley,  myself — indeed, 
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most  of  us — saw  the  absurdity  of  this  accusation 
from  the  beginning,  but  in  justice  to  yourself, 
more  perhaps  than  to  any  other,  it  was  best  to 
show  how  groundless  it  was.  If  you  think  we 
have  not  appreciated  your  faithfulness  as  a 
student  and  your  character  as  a  man,  you  are 
very  much  mistaken.  As  to  the  feeling  of  your 
classmates,  read  this.^' 

Robert  took  the  paper  extended  toward  him 
with  indifference ;  the  wound  had  been  too  deep. 
But  at  sight  of  the  writing  he  seemed  to  wake  up 
all  over. 

Amicus  at  last !  The  small,  neat,  perfectly 
formed  letters  that  had  made  him  think  first  of 
Professor  Pinley  ;  the  hearty,  friendly  words  that 
brought  comfort,  trust,  conviction. 

''  We,  the  undersigned,  members  of  the  senior 
class,  wish  to  express  to  the  faculty  our  entire 
confidence  in  our  classmate,  Robert  Goodwin,  and 
our  willingness  to  be  held  personally  responsible 
for  him." 

And  underneath,  heading  the  list  of  signers  the 
writer's  name, '^  HOMER  LEYIS." 

Goodwin  rushed  passed  the  amazed  professors 
like  a  madman,  stretching  out  toward  Levis  the 
paper  in  his  trembling  hand. 

"  You  !  YOU  !  YOU  !  "  he  cried.  "  Oh,  how  I 
have  hated  you  ! — hated  you  !  "  and  sank  down 
in  the  seat  before  him,  his  head  bowed  upon  his 
arms. 
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"Fighting  Joe"  gave  an  audible  sniff  anc 
hunted  for  his  handJverchief.  Even  Mr  Need- 
Iiain  produced  his.  "  God  bless  you,  Levis  '  " 
murmured  Professor  Pinley. 

A  quick  moisture  dimmed  the  bio-  fellow's 
merry  eyes.  He  leaned  forward  to°  throw  a 
kindly  arm  across  the  shaking  shoulders  of  the 
man  before  him  and  then  the  little  professor  had 
the  best  and  greatest  surprise  of  all  his  humble 
life. 

"God  bless  yoio,  professor!  Don't  you  re- 
member what  you  said  to  me  so  long  ago  down 
by  the  river  ?  It  was  you  that  did  it,  after  all  " 
said  Homer  Levis.  ' 


CHAPTEK  XXIII 

A   QUESTION   AIN^SWERED 

Muffler  stood  in  the  main  entrance,  listening 
to  sounds  of  revelry  at  the  Barracks.  Study 
hours  were  over  and  the  sixty  minutes  of  jollifi- 
cation before  "  taps  "  were  in  full  swing. 

"  Yance  is  getting  so  he  can  actually  play  a 
tune,"  said  Levis,  coming  up  behind  him.  "  What 
sent  you  out  here  in  such  a  hurry  ?  " 

"  Because  I  'd  have  blubbered  like  a  baby  if  I 
had  stayed.     Where 's  Goodwin  ?  " 

"  He 's  in  good  hands." 

Muffler  took  his  friend's  arm  and  drew  him 
toward  the  sidewalk.  "  What  made  you  think  of 
doing  it  that  way.  Homer  ?  " 

"Your  letters,  Joe." 

"My  letters?" 

"  I  mean  your  mother's  letter  to  you,  my  son." 

"  I  wish  you  'd  tell  me  all  about  it." 

And  Levis  told  him  while  they  walked  to  and 
fro  under  the  shining  stars. 

"When  the  little  fellow  spoke  to  me  down 
there  by  the  river,  my  first  thought  was  '  What 
does  he  pick  me  out  for?'  Then,  because  of 
what  I  've  told  you  before,  Joe,  and  because  of 
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the  wonderfully  sharp  guesses  he  makes  some- 
times, it  seemed  as  if  Some  One  had  told  him  that 
I  ought  to  be  ready  to  help  whether  I  was  or 
not. 

"  It  came  to  me  with  a  rush  how  quick  I  'd 
have  taken  hold  four  years  ago,  boy  though  I 
was  then.  I  was  too  much  of  a  coward — it's 
true,  Joe — to  own  up  even  to  him  where  I  be- 
longed, but  I  thought  I  would  try  to  be  chums 
with  Goodwin  if  he  would  let  me.  He  would  n't. 
I  do  n't  think  any  man  ever  hated  another  worse 
than  he  did  me — until  to-night. 

"  So  I  gave  that  up.  But  as  I  told  you  I  was 
watching  Pin.  To  be  made  fun  of  cut  him  like 
a  knife,  and  yet — do  you  remember  the  day  we 
took  Woodrow  home  ?  That  day  I  guessed  why 
he  lived  down  there  on  the  flats. 

"  And  I  watched  Goodwin.  Poor  as  Job's 
turkey ;  not  a  penny  ;  not  a  friend  except  Pin ; 
not  half  a  chance,  but  sticking  tight  to  one  thing ; 
no  laughing  scared  him  out  of  that.  Faithful, 
Joe,  faithful ! — the  one  thing  I  was  not. 

"After  the  Epsilons  treated  them  both  so 
shabbily,  I  did  want  to  do  something  for  Good- 
win ;  he  was  so  badly  cut  up.  I  knew,  though, 
that  he  'd  never  take  one  word  from  me.  Just 
then  you  got  a  letter.  You  know  the  difference 
they  always  made  in  you." 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  said  Muffler. 

"  It  came  to  me  like  a  flash,  Why  not  write 
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what  I  wanted  to  say  and  sign  some  other  name. 
Before  long  I  saw  that  the  fellow  was  cheering 
up.  His  eyes  grew  more  human ;  he  was  n't  so 
gruff  to  the  rest  of  you,  but  he  still  let  me 
severely  alone. 

"  You  Ve  heard  it  said  that  the  more  you  do 
for  any  one,  the  better  you  like  him.  I  began 
to  enjoy  finding  jobs  for  Goodwin  and  seeing 
him  look  for  those  notes  when  he  first  opened 
his  door.  I  've  seen  him  many  a  time.  Then  I 
found  out  that  he  thought  it  was  Pin." 

"  How  did  you  find  that  out  ?  "  Joe  asked,  and 
Levis  laughed. 

"  Oddly  enough.  Whenever  he  read  the  word, 
'  amicus  '  after  Pin  took  our  Latin,  he  would  look 
up  at  him.  Ah,  his  face  told  the  story !  And 
he  showed  the  real  stuff  that  was  in  him  by  the 
way  he  clung  to  Pin. 

"  The  day  he  rushed  in  on  me— I  was  n't  only 
mad,  Joe,  I  was  hurt  clear  through.  Pin  straight- 
ened me  out  on  that,  though  the  dear  little  fel- 
low never  knew  it.  I  saw— that  the  way  Good- 
win treated  me,  when  he  did  n't  know  any  dif- 
ferent, was  the  way— I  was  treating— Some  One 
—when  I  did  know.  And  then— I  turned  square 
round." 

They  had  reached  the  Barracks  steps  in  their 
slow  walk.  Levis  put^both  hands  on  his  chum's 
shoulders  and  gently  shook  them. 

''  I  am  on  the  right  track  again.  Joe ;  please 
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God,  I  '11  stay  there.  I  never  was  so  happy  in 
my  life.     It 's  good  to  be  on  the  right  track,  Joe." 

''Oh,  aye,"  grunted  Muffler,  disconsolately, 
"  but  how  are  you  going  to  get  there  when  you  'd 
rather  fight  than  eat  ?  " 

Nevertheless,  many  another  warrior,  who  loved 
conflict  for  its  own  fierce  sake,  has  bent  as  will- 
ingly  to  the  Christ-conqueror  as  Joseph  did  be- 
fore the  roses  bloomed. 

In  a  thriving  Western  city  live  three  men 
whose  friendship  for  each  other  is  a  subject  of 
remark  even  to  those  who  know  them  best. 

When  Eobert  Goodwin,  the  famous  lawyer, 
whose  reputation  for  integrity  is  only  equaled  by 
his  eloquence,  rises  to  speak,  on  special  occasions, 
it  is  noticed  that  he  is  at  his  best  when  he  sees 
among  his  audience  tall  Dr.  Homer  Levis  and  a 
little  elderly  gentleman  with  very  bright  eyes, 
who  is  said  to  be  oneH)f  the  best  educators  in  the 
state. 

They  are  always  there  when  it  is  possible  to 
be ;  always  among  the  first  to  clasp  his  hand  in 
congratulation  when  the  speech  is  finished. 
Then  they  go  happily  away  to  lunch  together, 
the  little  gentleman  leaning  on  the  others  as  if 
they  were  his  sons.  Sometimes  there  is  a  fourth 
auditor  and  a  fourth  companion  at  the  luncheon 
— a  stalwart  farmer,  whom  the  others  call  "  Joe  " 
and  jest  with  as  "  the  Champion." 
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But  most  noticeable  is  the  attention  paid  by 
the  younger  men  to  the  bright-eyed  little  gentle- 
man of  whom  they  speak  sometimes — rarely  to 
an  outsider,  for  it  might  seem  now  like  disrespect 
— but  to  each  other,  with  tenderest  affection  and 
reverence  as  "  dear  old  Professor  Pin.l' 

From  all  parts  of  the  Union,  even  from  foreign 
lands,  letters  come  to  the  little  man  signed  with 
names  that  once  figured  on  Meridien  rolls ;  letters 
that  thank  and  bless  him  for  his  influence  and 
his  love.  Almost  worshiped  by  children  of  his 
adoption,  whose  parents  died  blessing  him  with 
their  latest  breath,  honored  by  all  as  a  benefactor 
to  the  community,  the  professor  has  at  last  the 
partial  answer  to  a  question  that  used  to  puzzle 
him  sadly.  So  far  as  his  own  personal  work  is 
concerned,  he  knows  now  why  Trevor  fell. 
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